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THE FRIARS OF OIJON : A TALE. 
By T, Campbell, Esq. 

When honest men confessed their sins. 
And paid the church genteely— 

In Burgundy two capuchins 
Lived jovially and freely. 

They marched about from place to place, 
With shrift and dispensation ; 

And mended broken consciences, 
Soul-tinkers by vocation. 

One friar was father Boiv\S«£i&.^ 
And he ne'er knev d\s.o^\i\e,^ 

Save when condenm'd \jo «».^Vsv^ %t»R.«. 
O'er moTtifying diet- 




Albeit, he tippled like a fish, 
Though not the game potstlotl ; 

And mortal man ne'er clear'd a dlab 
With nimbler msBticadon. 

Those saints wilbout the ahirts amved, 

One evening late, to pigeon 
A country pair foT alms, that lived 

About a league from Dijon — 

Whose Bupper-pot was set to boil 
Od fagots brigklf eracklioe : 

The triars enter'd, with a smile 
To Jacques and to Jacqueline. 

They bow'd, and biraa'd the dame, and then 

In pious terms besought her 
To give two holy-minded men 

A meal of bread and water. 

For water and a cmst they crave. 
Those mouths (hat even on Lent days 

Scarce knew the taste of water, save 
When watering for dainties. 

Quoth Jacques, ■' That were sorry cheer 

For men fatigued and dusty ; 
And if ye supp'd on crusts, I fear. 

You'd go to bed but cnisly." 
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And viands, at the sight of which 
They laughM like two hyaenas. 

Alternately, the host and spouse 
Regaled each pardon-guager, 

Who told them tales right marvellous. 
And lied as for a wager — 

'Bout churches like halloons convey 'd 

With aeronautic mart3rrs ; 
And weUs made warm, where holy maid 

Had only dipt her garters. 

And if their hearers gaped, I guess, 
M^ith jaws three inch asunder, 

'Twas partly out of weariness. 
And pardy out of wonder. 

Then striking up duets, the freres 
Went on to sing in matches. 

From psalms to sentimental airs. 
From these to glees and catches. 

At last they would have danced outright, 
Like a baboon and tame bear, 

If Jacquez had not drunk good night. 
And shown them to their chamber. 

The room was high, the host's was nigh- 
Had wife or he suspicion. 

That monks would make a raree-show 
Of chinks in the partition ? — 

Or that two confessors would oosme) 

Their holy ears out-Teac\vm^ 
To conversations as hum-dmsxi 
-Almost as their own pxeacYvVcv^*^ 



I«ok Wade ^rith?* ""*"■« 
"»ac With consteni8tio 

But starSS' wfrt"""' "^ ««« ; 
MeanwhUe, as fh. . 
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Yes, Boniface, 'tis time we were 
B^iiming to be godly. 

Would that, for absolution's sake, 

Of all our sins and cogging. 
We had a whip to give and tiJce 

A last kind mutual flogging. 

O Dominick, thy nether end. 

Should bleed for expiation. 
And thou shouldst have, my dear fVit Mend, 

A glorious flagellation. 

. But having ne'er a sixatch, poor sculs. 
They bow'd like weeping willows. 

And told the saints long rigmaroles 
Of all their peccadillos. 

Yet midst this penitential plight 
A thought their fancies tickled, 

'Twere better brave the window's height 
Than be at morning pickled. 

And so they girt themselves to leap. 

Both under breath imploring 
A regiment of saints to keep 

Their host and hostess snoring. 

The lean one lighted like a cat, 

Then scamper'd off like Jehu, 
Nor stopp'd to help the man of fat. 

Whose cheek was of a day hue— 

Who being by nature mote ^es^VgcJ^ 

For resting than fox ^xxro^va^, 
Fell heavy on hia paxta betosiv^ 
That broadened witli Oae ^\\xffi^^%- 



AT lenplt he waddled to a sty ; 

The pigs, yoxx'd thought for game-sal 
Came round and nosed him lovingly, 

As if they'd known their names^e. 

Meanwhile the other flew to town, 

And with short respiration 
BrayM like a donkey up and down 

^' Ass-ass-ass-assination !** 

Men left their beds, and night.capp*d hea 
Popp'd out from every casement ; 

The cats ran fnghtenM on the leads $ 
Dijon was all amazsement. 

Doors bang*d, dogs bay*d, and boys hun 
Throats gaped aghast in bare rows, 

Till soundest-sleeping watchmen woke. 
And even at last the mayor rose— 

Who rharffiriff him hpftxi— •»*i*— 
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Of twenty men rode sword in hand. 
To storm the bloody farm^s house. 

As they were cantering toward the place, 
Comes Jacquez to Sie swineyard. 

But started when a great round face 
Cried, " Rascal, hold thy whinyard." 

'Twas Boniface, as mad *s King Lear, 
Playing antics in the piggery : 

" And what the devil brought you here, 
You mountain of a iriar, oh?*' 

Ah, once how joUy, now how wan. 

And blubber*d with the vapours, 
That frantic capuchin began 

To cut fantastic capers- 
Crying, <' Help, hollo, the bellows blow, 

The pot is on to stew me ; 
I am a pretty pig — but no ! 

They sh^ notbarbacue me.** 



Nor was thLs raving fit a sham ; 

In truth, he was hysterical, 
Until they brought him out a dram, 

And that wrought like a mirade. 

Just as the horseman halted near. 
Crying, " Murderer, stop, ohoy, oh !" 

Jacquez was comforting the frere 
With a good glass of noyeau — 

Who beckon'd to t\i€a\ xtfiV \ft\a.^ >k^ 

A row ; but -waxVxv^ia^'O'w^ 
Squeezed Jacquei' VnMcvdi, w.Wv^^^^'^^^ 

Said, « You*ie a ^uirf ^ %oiA ^^^^ - 



ExpUiDing lost but tittle breath : — 
Here endeil all Ihc matter ; 

So God save Queen ElLzabeth, 
And long live Henri Quatie ! 

The gena-d'srmeB at (he story brake 
Into hor^e-fita of laughter. 

And, as if they had tnown jie joke. 
Their horses neigh'd Ihereaftet. 

Lean Doniinick, melhinks, hia chaps 
Yawn'd weary, worn, and moody ; 

So may my readers too, perhaps. 
And thus I wish 'em good day. 



To die, trxne witied rascals tell us, 

Ifl a mere joke, a bagatelle. 
Whether we're partial to a gallows. 

Or choose to walk ioloa well; 
Bui from a paltry love of life, 

Say the same rogues — not over civil. 
To take unto yourself a wife — 

dliat a spouse, — O that's the devil t 
Who, cry these wags, would ever cumber 

His house with audi a dull, insipid. 
Useless, heartless piece of lumher, 

A mere machine, a moving biped ? 

And then they tell of £ve and Adam, 

And Saoiaon 'a wife, and Lot's sad duot 

Am/ poor Job's breeches.weating m8.dani, 

-^i^nd hundreds raoie thaa I can dmhc-. 
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Pandora with her pois'nous box, 

And Helen who to Asia ran, 
And her who had the art to hoax 

Poor Socrates, unhappy man ! 
Yet after all, I still maintain 

That women, on the whole, increase 
Man*s happiness, and can't refrain 

From saying they're a useful piece 
Of household furniture, a kind 

Domestic animal, that knows 
AU the vagaries of your mind. 

And midces your tea, and mends your clothes. 
But marriage is no doubt a sea. 

With many a rock that one may split on. 
With many a hidden shoal that we 

Will soon or late be sure to get on. 
Who ever saw a genuine tear 

Stand in a widowed husband's eye ? * 
Who ever had the luck to hear 

At such a time a genuine sigh ? 
Look at the widower when he goes 
Accoutred in his new black clothes, 
Is there no smile about his face ? 
No air of freedom in his pace ? 
No scorn about the glance he throws 
In proud security on those 
Wliose looks inform you well enough 
Tfieir mates axe " made of sterner stuff ?" — 
This puts a story in my head 
I somewhere either heard or read. 

A messenger in breathless haste. 

With hair erected on his head. 
Into Comaro*s chamber pre&X^ 

And rush'd up to the %^ee^''^>o«i^'. 
The sleeper lay in sweet te^pofsft^ 
The wasted strengdi oilSie xe«x.atvxvij»^ 



The messenger, in great distress. 

At length in broken accents « 
" O sir ! they've sent me here e: 

To tell you that your wife is d 
" Indeed !" the widow'd man rej 
Turning upon his other side. 
And pulling o'er his eyes his cap 
In hopes of finishing his nap — 
" To-morrow, when I wake, you 
How long and loud my grief sha 



THE TOPER: A TAI 

A Topeh once addicted long 
To swilling liquors that were strong 
By conscience smote one night in di 
Resolv'd to do—now what d'ye thii 
To drink no more ! >-but do not i 
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" Bravo ! bravo !" cries Resolution, 
" Oh, what a glorious revolution ! 
My aid you'll have, I'm always ready ; 
Hold up, my friend, be steady — steady ! 
Come, let us go ; 'tis time, indeed ; 
Lean on my arm, for help you need." 

" Where are we now ?" — " Just at the door ; 

You know you must not enter more." 

" 'Tis very right — exactly so. 

Nor will I for a twelvemonth go : 

Hip ! hip I I've made a vow, you know." 

" Keep to that, — bravissimo !" 

Cries Resolution, " come away." 

" Stay," said the Toper, " stay, stay, stay i 

Our bargain made, now, don't you think 

We might just take a little drink ? 

'Tis mostly done on these occasions." 

" Nay, but attend to my persuasions ; 

My friend, my friend, your vow, your vow." 

" Oh, I will keep it, never fear, 

But dien I feel so thirsty now, 

I don't think I included beer,** 

" You did, you did, — nay tarry not." — 
" But only just a parting pot." — 
'* It must not be."—*' Well, come away."— 
" That's right, — there's danger in delay." 

The Toper had some paces gone. 
His new friend having help'd him on ; 
When, suddenly, he stopp'd^ and cns^ 
To Resolution at his side*. — 

" I say, d'ye hear, my aobcc «a^ 
Not one inch furthet NwiiV 1 sXhx \ 



«.w iiaiius upon it; — ^now, d ye sec^ 

You're quite too dry a chip for me." 

Some paces Resolution fled, 

And, disappointed, shook his head ; 

Yet lingered nigh. — ^The Toper then 

Bespoke the shadowy form again : 

** I'll keep my promise, my dear friend 

Firm as a rock, you may depend : 

Shake hands, my boy, — I'll keep my vi 

I feel just up, and gay and mellow. 

So, R^lutlon, dam'me, now 

I'll drink your health, my noble feUow 

And then I'm off. — Oh ! honour bright 

Not one drop more I'll taste to night." 

The Toper darted to the door 
He lately vow'd to pass no more, 
And stagger'd through — while, with a s: 
Grave Resolution said — ^*' Grood bye," 
And went his way. distT*»««»/' *- ^- ' 
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SIR DUNDER O'KELLY. 
Pete regn& per undas. — Virg.- 



Old mother 0*Kelly the scold, 

Who lived in a county of blunder, 
CaU'd great Tipperary, I'm told. 

Thus spoke to her little boy Dunder — 
" I've only got you and a cow. 

And, since I can't keep all ihe three, 
I'd better keep her, you'll allow, 

Because the kind creature keeps me.*' 

So Dunder O' Kelly set saU 

From Ireland to better himself, 
And climb'd up the Holyhead mail 

To ease Johnny Bull of his pelf. 
To follow of glory the path. 

And put British beef in his belly. 
At Margate, at Brighton, at Bath, 

He sported Sir Dunder O'Kelly. 

Sir Dunder in dancing was skill'd. 

And look'd very neat in his clodies, 
But indeed all his beauty was kill'd 

By a terrible wen on bis nose. 
This double appendage, alas ! 

He thought neither pretty nor proper ; 
Nature me him one visage o( brass. 

And Bacchus two noses of copper. 

He dived into Bath fot &\snibA\ 

The ladies all cYiecV^\»&«A.HMvc*»^ 
And vow'd the^ co\)l^ xveNct «X3?A^ 



His looking-glass set the po 

Ofttimes in his bed-cham 
His ugliness showing at nigl 

And eke in the morning ^ 
He flung himself down on t 

Was ever unfortunate elf 
So terribly haunted before 

By a ghost in the shape c 

Resolved Charon's eddy to 

His pistol he primed, but 
He thought, if he shot at tl 

'Twould blow out the bn 
So bang went the slugs at h 

At once from this life to • 
He shot all the quicksilver 

But himself was as livel] 

Amazed at the hubbub was 
And began, in the midst 

All nvAT fn ■fi'J/i /b> *p. i 



OF HUMOBOUS POETRY. 15 

At home he now follows the plough. 
And, whilst in his rustical course^ 

He waUcs at their tails, you'll allow 
He never can frighten his horses. 



SECOND-SIGHT. 



A Scotsman, like his countrymen who txavel 

Southward, to find a happier dime, * 
Where verdant turf and flowers, not heath and 
gravel. 

Cover the earth, and thistles yield to thyme. 
And branching oak and beedi luxuriant rise, 
Shaming the broom beneath his native skies ; 
AVliere suns glow warmer, richer fruits are eaten. 
And oaten cakes yield up the palm to wheaten-^ 

Took up his distant dwelling. 

When tired with selling 
His pedler wares : having his fortune niade 
By trucking, chaffering, haggling at his trade. 

At Leighton Buzzard Uwas he fixM liis quarters. 

And purchased bricks and mortars. 

Built a neat house with praiseworthy frugality, 

And then sat down for life 

Idle— he took no wife 
To pester the last years of his mortality. 

One faculty of value he could boast. 

That none, except his countrymen, possest. 
Called second-sight ; by this at others* cost 
He oft advanced his purse and interest ; 
Could see the ghosts at midnigjtit %\e»3L v«w| 
From churchyard graves, aivd Taa^\& >S^"' v««^^»i % 
And mark infernal imps, to term^t^oot ^ffssMst^^ 
Mix at th&i plays, and opeiaa, waA. dasfloss^* 



He rose, that he might hobble to a docti 
For some advice to cure his bowels sick, 
And save his corpse and cash from pr 
proctor. 

Two Esculapians practised in the place ; 

He sought the nearest out to tell Ms case. 
Regain his ease, and set at rest his doubt 
But stared at finding all the door about 

Swarming with disembodied shades of those 
Despatched to their repose 
By Bolus with his drops and pills, 
Scarce gaining time to make their wills : 

They stood as lliick as bees in summer hiv( 

Relics of practice on a thousand lives. 

*'*' It's weel, it's wed, the hint is unc6 gude 
Thought wary Sawney ; and away he strode 

To seek the other son of cataplasms, 

Divining the phantasms 
That haunted him raisht less in number Im 
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He said, and entered, took a copious dose ; 

But when he rose to go away, 
The doctor thank'd him, huggM him dose, 

Assured him that for many a day 
He^d been despairing, patients were so few. 
For till that hour he never had but two ! 



THE BANK CLERK AND THE STABLE- 
KEEPERS* 

Showing how Peter was undone 
By taking care of Number One. 

Of Peter Prim (so Johnson would have written) 
Let me indulge in the remembrance ; — Peter ! 

Thy formal phiz has oft my fancy smitten ; 
For sure Uie Bank had never a completer 

Quiz among its thousand clerks, 

Than he who now elicits our remarks. 

Prim was a formalist, a prig, 

A solemn fop, an office martinet. 
One of those small precisians who look big 
' If half an hour before their time they get 
To an appointment, and abuse those elves 
Who are not over-punctual, like themselves. 

If you should mark his powderM head betimes. 

And polished shoes in Lothbury, 
You know the hour, for the three-quarter chimes 

Invariably struck as he went by. 
From morning fines he always saved his gammon. 
Not from his hate of sloth, but \o\e oi tca.yucea\^ 

/Tar Peter had a special eye 
To Number One: — his chanty 



' It 
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At home beginning, ne'er extends, 
But where it started had its end too ; 

And as to lending cash to friends, 
Luckily he had none to lend to. 

No purchases so cheap as his, 
WhUe no one's bargains went so far ; 

And though in dress a deadly quiz, 
No Quaker more particular. 

This live automaton, who seem'd 
To move by clock-work, ever keen 
To live upon £he saving plan, 
Had soon the honour tq be deem'd 
That selfish, heartless, cold machine, 
Call'd in the city — a warm man. 

A Bank Director once, who dwelt at Chigwell, 

Prim to a turtle-feast invited, 
And as the reader knows the prig well, 

I need not say he went, delighted ! 
For great men, when they let you slice their mes 
May give a slice of loan — a richer treat 

No stage leaves Chigwell after eight. 
Which wais too early to come back ; 

So after much debate, 

Peter resolved to hire a hack ; 

The more inclined to this because he knew 

In London Wall, at Number Two, 

An economic stable-keeper. 

From whom he hoped to get one cheaper. 

Behold him mounted on his jade, 
A peiteet Johnnj-Gilpin figure ; 
JBut the good bargain he kad made 
CompensatiDg for eneer and snigger, 
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He trotted on — arrived — sat down, 

Devoured enough for six or seven, 
His horse remounted, and reached town 

As he had fixM — exactly at eleven. 
But whether habit led him, or the Fates, 

To give a preference to Number One 

(As he had always done). 
Or that the darkness jumbled the two gates, 
Certain it is he gave that,hell a drag. 

Instead of Number Two, 
Rode in — dismounted — left his nag. 

And homeward hurried without more ado. 

Some days elapsed, and no one came 
To bring the bill, or pajrment claim : 
He 'gan to hope 'twas overlook*d, 
Forgotten quite, or never bookM— 
An error which the honesty of Prim 
Would ne'er have rectified, if left to him. 
After six weeks, however, comes a pair 
Of groom-like looking men. 

Each with a bill, which Peter they submit to ; 
One for the six weeks' hire of a bay mare, 

And one for six weeks' keep of ditto : 
Together — twenty-two pounds ten ! 

The tale got wind. — What ! Peter make a blunder ! 

There was no end of joke, and quiz, and wonder. 

Which, with the loss of casli, so mortified 
Prim, that he suffer'd an attack 
Of bile, and bargain'd with a quack. 

Who daily swore to cure him — till he died ; 

When, as no will was found. 
His scraped, and saved.^ «LTv^L\lo«x^^^^nc& 
Went to a man to wYvom, wTafe,\£ka\s5C5is»\j^<»« 
He had revised to lend a ^\xiA« 



Both equally in fault we see, 
It needs must strike. 
That so alike, 
It's wonderful they can't agree* ! 
But Dr. Johnson, moral sage, 
Reviewed the past and present age, 

And ventured to dedare. 
That marriage (such its hapless fate) 
Was clearly sm unnat'ral state. 

Which none could calmly bear. 
*' For mark," said he, '' what laws are i 
How binding, nothing can evade, 
Wlien strifes arise, and stormy weather ; 
Yet spite of all the law's dominion, 
Custom, and force of old opinion. 

Can scarcely keep the two together-f." 
A wedded pair there once existed, 

'Twixt whom these doctrines were divi 
The husband in the last persisted. 

The wife was for the &r8t decided. 
Constant their squabbles all day long. 
Their nightly theme, their morning's sonj 
Their faith was this— )frW»»«' ^- ' 
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'' Really, my dear, I canH conceive 
Why little things should make us grieve. 

And put our tempers out of joint, 
When neither cares ho,w these succeed, 
And we are perfectly agreed 

Ahout the mfun, the one grand point P* 
'* Agreed V'* the man exclaim'd, " what stuff! 

In what grand point, I pray ?" 
" The grandest point — 'tis dear enough. 

As you," said she, ^' shall say ; - 
Agreed in this, which not a fool 

Will venture to deny 

You wish to rule. 

And w do//" 



THE KINO OF THE BAY, 

A Ballad> faithfully translated from the Narragansett dialect. 

\From an American J our nah\ 

Not far from Apponaug lived Molly the fair, 

A helle in the pride of her glory. 
In a fine situation for taking the air, 
Wliich no one will deny who has ever hecn there ; 

If he does, *twiU not injure my story. 

In a gable-roofd house, by the side of the road. 

She dwelt with a heart void of care ; 
A chinmey of stone» in the old fashion*d mode, 
CrownM the roof of her low and romantic abode. 

Which was something in want of repair. 

One eve, as fair Molly had set herself down. 
Pounding spice in a huge wooden mortar, 
A waggoner stopt, just returning from town, 
(His coat was snuff coloured, his trow8ex%^«c&Vst&^\iL\ 
And ask'd for a mug ot go\^ NVdXet* 
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O yes," a<tj9 the msiden — The aduipT mn^i 
At the gale, at the side of hit waggon, 
Vithin which some hay and a rundlet remains, 
beerahead, bvthenoBe, hungaboieiD the chains) 
To wut for ^e maid and her flagon. 

he maid aoon appear'd vith het flagon so height, 
'Twas pewter, and flll'd vith sweet cider; 
e seized it with haste and drank with delight ; 
e look'd at the maid (who wu six feet in height), 
Lord ha' mercy ! how sharply he eyed her. 
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[iahaic, of black «ea>weed, is wound like a wreath, 

Hia nose like a lobster uipeara, 
, beard of thick eel grass la hanging beneath, 
rhile two rows of huge harnadea serre hitn for 
teeth, 

And two overgrown elam-shells for ears. 

Who are you il' fait Molly wilh eagemesa taid. 

" No being of earth, pretty maiden — 
'm a god of the aea, you perceive, by my head ; 
'he sharks and Ihe blue-fish behold me with dread. 

And I rule the Tautaug and Menhaden. 

■ The klDg of ihe Bay Tfarragaaieu I've been. 
Since the atara and the planets have kept tune ; 
fy crown" — tMs waa aaid wilh a cominl^Miu, ^o, 
Tilcb ibotr'd the enoimouB extent oE \aB dun, — 
' I received Aom lay great unde Nei^buw. 



\ 
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" But, Molly, I'm tired of a bachelor's life, 
For a change I've been some time preparing ; 

And though marriage, I hear, has its troubles and 
strife, 

/ at length have concluded to make you my ttnfC'-^ 
Wliy, Lord, how the woman is staring ! 

^^ All my subjects will gaze, and behold us with 
pride. 
As we range through our kingdom together ; ' 
While the world shall remain, you shall live as my 

bride. 
You shall rule all the shell.fish and eels, and shall 
ride 
On a shovel-nosed shark in bad weather !" 

Then he whisk'd her, while screaming with terror, 
away ; — 

To a rock in North Kingston he brought her ; , 
And the mark of their feet y as the old women say, 
Impresid in the rock^ may be seen at this day*, 

Wliere he jump'd with her into the water. 



THE BEST OP WIVES: A TALE. 

A MAN bad once a vicious wife, 
(A most uncommon thing in life ;) 
His days and nights were spent in strife 

Unceasing. 

Her tongue went glibly all day long. 
Sweet contradiction still her song. 
And all the poor man did was wron^^ 

♦ This is no Action; the toclt \a tYvexc, «xv^^^«^«'>^ 
for Itself. 



Tried of what stuff her skin was mi 
Failing in all, to Heav'n he prayed 

Tol 

Once walking by a river's side, 
In mournful terms, " My dear,*' h 
" No more let feuds our peace divid 

rii« 

" Weary of life, and quite resign'd. 
To drown I have made up my mind 
So tie my hands as fast behind 

As c 

'^ Or Nature may assert her reign. 
My arms assist, my will restrain. 
And swimming, I once more r^ain 

My 

With eager haste the dame complies 
While joy stands glist'ning in her ej 



A 1 J_ :- 1.— 
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To give the blow the more effect, 
Some twenty yaids she ran direct^ 
And did what she could least expect 

8he Aould do. 

He slips aside, himself to save, 
So souse she dashes in the wave, 
And gave what ne'er before she gave, 

Much pleasure. 



'' Dear husband, help ! 1 4sink P* she cried ; 
" Tkou best ofxpiveil** the man replied, 
^' I wouldi — ^but you my hands have tied, 

God help ye!" 



j^ 



THE HONEY MOOK« 

Serene and tranquil was the night. 
The night that clos'd the summer day, 

And brill^t shone the moon, and bright 
And soft and tender was her ra^. 

<^ How like our loves !** the husband cried. 

As on his arm Louisa hung — 
Scarce had Louisa been a bride. 

And both were fond, and both were young. 

" This moon, how like our love, my dear !" 
He said, and daspM her round the waist; 

^' *Tis pure, and perfect, and sincere. 
Tender, and true, and warm, though chaste.** 

Time flew— the youtYifal ipaltt «i^gB!mL 

Enjoyed at eve the fttXIl^ N«3Le\ 
The moon still shone, but m xScv^ -v^xv^ 
Her form less round, Yict iacft xsiOtft ^fi»^*^ 



And yet a sigh escapM her 1 

Perhaps the fair one would ha 

She lik*d the first hright mc 

Time lingered ; yet again the ] 
The bahny breath of eve im 

And now less perfect, yet still 
The moon, alas ! two horns 

^' This too is love,** Louisa sa 
*' The love, my dear, that li 

Perfect at first, it soon decays. 
Decays, and ends at last in ] 
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Or sundry novel Objections ai 

Of a vein most facetious and qu 
But the joys of the bottle his t 
One day to his sire, who made 
In b^ging to sea he would go. 
^^ Dear father, no further insisi 
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Nor into the hazard of drowning e'er pops he, 
Unless in epitome, drowning — by dropsy. 
The ocean oh shun ! would 1 say to my soul. 
Or be diy main sport but a brimming punch bowl. 
Then, Sir, living at sea would be scarcely to mc 

Ufe, 
Who like to see life, though I like not a sea life. 
Obeying, I quickly most wretched should be. 
And besides being sea tick, quite tick of the sea. 
What vessels care I for, save vessels of wine ? 
What anchors, save ankers of brandy divine ? 
Say, how can I harbour a thought, about Port, 
Save that which creates the gay Bacchanal's sport ? 
Besides, who could ever regard as a treat 
That compound of leather and brine, their salt 

meat? 
'Twere not fair to expect with such fare life to 

drag on; 
No — give me a flagon — ^1*11 ne'er think a flag on. 
Then, hang it ! that word of such ominous scope ; 
Rope's-end — which suggests the sad end by a rope. 
But should sqme grand booty (like Colchis' rich 

fleece) 
Reward my sea perils, thro' Fate's kind caprice. 
Would there not then, you ask me, be argument 

some for't ? 
Ah no !— I should be but^ec'd out of my comfort 
That man must possess, Sir, a mind that nought 

minds. 
Who at the ship's stem can endure the stem winds ; 
Ah ! think what a toil, in one's life's latter stage. 
To be pUmghing the main 'midst the furrows of 

age! 
I prefer a deep glass to the glassy deep, far. 
And now ^i^c^ to oblivion all thoughts 'bout a tar. 
Thus, as for the sea, my dear father now kxsiosHiviSL 
The motives which urge me to wave-ODk&Y'^^^'^^^ 



^> 
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ELEOY OK LEAVING THE COUNTRY. 

In the manner of Shenstone. 

Adieu to the village delights, 

l^ince the hamlet, alas ! I must leave ; 

Adieu to the moonshiny nights. 
And adieu to the *' glories of eve !" 

Adieu to the moan of the dove, 

Adieu to the joys of the plain ; 
To the nightingales ^^ down in ihe grove," 

And the jacklasses down in the l«ie ! 

Farewell to the puddles of mire. 

That bedeviled my dear little feet; 
As careless, ah me ! of attire, 

I ror.*^*d in my rural retreat 

Farewell to the glen and the dell ! 

Farewell to the mountain and lake ! 
A long and a lasting farewell 

To gooseberry wine and seed-cake ! 

The pigsty*s enchanting perfume 

No more shall my senses inhale ; 
Orinoco no more through the room. 

With short'cut make fragrant the gale. 

Oin-twist for a time I forsake ; 

Backgammon, alas ! I foreso ; 
No longer rum-punch I partake. 

Nor the dumpling's rich luxury know. 

Adieu to the herds and the ftocks, 
JSaaming free through theix sylvaxv d-^nvcccvt* \ 
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Adieu to the woods and the rocks ; 
Adieu to boil*d bacon and greens ! 

Farewdl to the lass and the swain ; 

Farewell to the partridge and quail 
Thou, Pincher, farewell too !. in vain 

Dost thou waggle thine innocent tail ! 

Sweet friends of my youth, too, forthwith 
I must quit you ! a tender adieu ! 

Adieu to Elizabeth Smith ! 

And to Oeorge Theopompus Carew ' 

O ! think not my sorrows absurd ; 

Cruel destiny bears me to town- 
Farewell ! — Can I utter the word ? — 

Farewell to my Grandmamma Brown ! * I 



xjU» 



MISERIES OF MATRIMONY. 

What, what is Marriage! Harris, Prisdan, 

Assist me with .a definition. 

^* Oh !" cries a charming silly fool, 

'Emerging from her boarding school, 

^^ Marriage is— love, without disguises. 

It is a — something Uiat arises 

From raptures and from stolen glances, 

To be the end of all romances ; 

Vows— quarrels — ^moonshine — ^babes— but hush ! 

I mustn't have you see me blush.** 

^' Pshaw !*' says a modem modish -vVfi^^ 
^' Marriage is splendour^ faAVAou^\Si^\ 
A house in town, and viHa tkYiaA-^ % ^ 

BalJSf diamond bracelets, and ^ M^ liad:^^* 



An aged bachelor, wnose iiie 
Has just been " noeeten^d^'* with a wil 
Tells out the latent grievance thus : 
'' Marriage is— odd ! for one of us 
'Tis worse a mile than rope or tree, 
Hemlock, or sword, or slavery ; 
An end at once to all our ways. 
Dismission to the one-horse chaise ; 
Adieu to Sunday can and pig. 
Adieu to wine, and whist, and wig ; 
Our friends turn out— our wives are d 
*Ti8 ' exit Crony,' — * enter Captain.' 
Then hurry in a ^ousand thorns. 
Quarrels and compliments — and Horn 
This is the yoke, — and I must wear it 
Marriage is — Hell, or something near 

" "Why, Marriage," says an Exquii 
Sick from the supper of last night, 
^' Marriage is — after one by me ! 
I promised Tom to ride at three.— 
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H3Fmei^ wlio hears, tho^ blockheads groan, 
Rises indignant from his throne, 
And mocks their self-reviling tears. 
And whispers thus in Folly's ears !-— 
'^ Oh ! frivolous of heart and head ! 
If strifes infest your nuptial bed. 
Not Hymen's hand, but Guilt and Sin, 
Fashion, and Folly, force them in ; 
If on your couch is seated Care, 
/ did not bring the scoffer there ; 
If Hymen's torch is feebler grown. 
The hand that quench'd it was your own ; 
And what I am, unthinking elves ! 
Ye all have made me for yourselves !" 



JCORAL REFLECTION'S 

Written on the Cross of St, PauVs, 

The man that pays his pence, and goes 

Up to thy lofty Cross, St. Paul, 
Looks over London's naked nose. 
Women and men : 
The world is all beneath his ken. 
He sits above the BaU, 
He seems on Mount Olympus' top. 
Among the Gods, by Jupiter i and lets drop 
His eyes from the empyreal clouds 
On mortal crowds. 

Seen from these skies. 
How small those emmets in our eyes I 
Someicairy^iittle sticks^ — «av^ qxv& 
His eggs — ^to warm them m ^^ ^^ww-v 
Dear! what a YiusiliXfi 
And bustle I 



And tbere'i 1117 aunt. I know ba b; her waitt. 

So long and Chic, 

And BO plnch'd in, 
Jiut Id ihe pUmlre taete. 

Ob I what are men 7 — >Bdngs BO unall, 

That shouU I faU 
Upon their little heads, I must 
Cnuh than by hundreda into dusi ! 

And what la life ! and all its ages — 

There's seien staeea ! 
Tumham Green ', Chelsea '. Putney ! Fuiham ! 

Bnntfotd I and Kew I 

And Tooting too .' 
' And oh ! what venr little na« to puD 'em. 

Yet each would seeia a bone indeed. 
If here at Paul's tip-top we'd got *em. 

Although like Cind^ella'a breed. 
They're mioe at bottom. 

Thai let menot despise a hone. 

Though he looks small from Paul's high croei I 

Since he would be, as near the sky, 

-<~— Fourteen hands high. 

What is tbis world with London In Its lap F 



channd? 
A tidy kennel. 
The bridges stretching from iu banks 
Stone planki. 

Ah me! hence I could read an admonition 
To mad Ambition > 
^t tbmtbe would not listen to my call, 
'^"'V^ / aAouU stud ii{M»t the cnm *n& 
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BAILIE CUDDY, 

Ofy The Way to be a Wit, 
[A Civic Tale of the Olden Time.] 



Non ego mordaci destrinxi carmine quenquam. 
Nulla vencuato est litera mista joco. Ovid. 



Once Bailie Cuddy was unknown to fame, 

And plain John Cuddy was the Bailie's name : 

In those dull days he plied the joiner trade, 

Shiv'ring in poverty's sequegter*d shade, 

Till fortune's sun at last began to rise, 

Gall'd maggots from the dupghill to the skies ; 

Cuddy took flight, but how no one could say. 

Fluttering his paper wings* in fortune's ray. 

Old cronies star'd to see Ids three-cock'd hat. 

And chain of gold) that grac'd his neck of fat ; 

A few years back, they would have taken a bet. 

That hemp^ in place otgoldt had been its fate ; 

For every little quirk he had at will 

To bilk his shopmates o'». the social gill ; 

Lank was Yiis frame, and show'd in every spaul . 

A walking candidate for Surgeons' hall ; 

The fat of bullocks, and of rams, had not. 

As yet, combin'd to swell him to a butt. 

It chanc'd some thing of great consideration, 
Requir'd the Council's deep deliberation ; 
Whether it were some burgh g;rowi\d.'& \,o\ifc l"©jiJ^^ 
Or have the Laigh Kirk dial-^\8kt;e xecveV^, 

* Accommodation Bills, or, as o\xt VtViti we\5^:^Q«^'^* 
/tare it, "flying the Kite." c> 



How he ahould act, on iJmt momentoui nl^ht, 
For UHHtB, and aencimenu, the Bailie knew, 
Would be expected, and he hod but few. 
And what he had were very far ftotn new. 
Yet much he wished, since he was in the ch^, 
To gire the Council something that was rare ; 
Oft he essayed lo make a toast or pun, 
But ROOD he found it was not easy don«^ 
For though his bead waa hard as tnj/iat, 
Still when be itruck he found no iparki wen in't. 
The house wia empty, and the dooi was locked. 
For Cuddy's brains were in his breeches pocket; 
The wit that diddled wlien a rtckoning' came. 
And that which made a toast, were not the mne. 

Here, hy good luck, he recollected Spiers, 
A witty shopmate of his poorer years, 
And call'd to mind how, in the days of yore, 
His jokes had set the workshop in a roai. 
" Now," cries the Bailie, " I know what to 3o, 
111 get this fellow just to make a tew.'' 
Betty's despalch'd in haste to find the man. 
To whom Che Bailie soon disclosed his plan. 
" J/I do that," replies the man of puD, 
WW yoa ■Jnut me juM lo seethe xamV' 

• A Tantn BDL 
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" Ah ! Archie, Archie, ill could you appear ; 
Your manners, Archie, would not do, I fear.'* 
'^ Manners !** cried Archie, reddening like a rose, 
'^ It is not manners. Sir, I want — but do'es : 
And hear the terms on which 1*11 do yotujob, 
Yoa Jill my kyte, and I will Ji(W your nob ; 
If you refuse this triiling recompense, 
1*11 make our shopmates laugh at your expense.*' 

The Bailie, puzzled, knew not what to do, 
For to his point the joiner ttuck like glue ; 
He could not brook to be their laughhig stock. 
For well the Bailie knew his biting joke ; 
And then again, he couldna* weel digest 
Taking a joiner to a Council feast 
At last he thought a lucky scheme he*d hit, 
To save his dignity and cheat the wit. 
(< Well, Mr. Spiers, since that is all you ask, 
1*11 try to do*t, though *tis a hardish task : 
Come here to-morrow night, and bring with you 
As many jokes and puns as you can do ; 
And as for clothes, *bout them ye needna' care, 
1*11 find you some will fit you to a hair." 

. Archie retires, to set his brains to work, 
Inspir*d with vivid thoughts of knife and fork ; 
Soon fill*d a sheet of post to admiration, 
With toast, and pun, and witty observation. 
The Bailie, pleased, could scarcely well refrain. 
But told the joiner, o*er and o*er again, 
That as for clothes, before that he should lack, 
He*d let him have the suit was on his. back. 
'' Thursday's the day on which we*re a* to dine—- 
Come here at four, and we shall xsokib^QM^s&r 

The dnkling mu8ic.A)el\& i»cte tov^^^^^^. _^ 
When Archie, sharp-aet, TeacVeL^e^«a5«. * ^^ 



Long did he knock, juid that with mickle din. 
Before the tardy wmnt let him in. 
" Gome, MT' Spio^^* the nimp^ring Btulifi Bud, 
" We'll be owie late foi dinner, 'am olraid : 
Here a ■ suit of blacki, 1 hitpt they'll fit,;' — 
" We'll try and make diem do," replies Ae wit 
Quick frotn his foot he kick'd the diity itfie. 
And o'ei his own the Bailie's bieeks he d^w; 
Before they'd scucely fit, and seem'd behind, 
A big tnlloon fbraakcn by the wind : 
The Bailie ww't, and Baid he couldna' ^ide it; 
<' The coat will bide it. Sir— ibe coat wifl hide it," 
The joiner aaid, and on the waistcoat tM^ ; 
The Bailie sigh'd, and said, " It would not do ; 
"And then your 1^" — " Lord, sir, there's nought 

like plaoniD'," 
Aichie replies, " We'll wrap them up injlunneu." 

When ligg'd, the joiner felt, from top to toe. 
Stiff u the ehampion at a'Lord Mayor's show : 
The Bailie eyed him, as he stepp'd before. 
And foUowing peevi^y towards the door. 
Afraid to give the wit a flat denial, 
But yet lesolved to have another trial — 
"Lord, what a sleeve! you cas't go to our dhi- 

" There's the m^ room tae laugli in,'" cried the 

" If you con make myjoket to aafmer you, 
I think, Sir Bulie, that the clothes should do ;" 
While Mn. Cnddy frown'd to see the fellow 
Ckek with the Bt^le, 'nealh hia silk umbnlla- 

Happy are they who impudence poaseiis. 
No shame-faced scruples e'er can mai their bliss; 
While modest merit knows not whst to'do, 
A decent face of brass will bring them thto'. 
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The Bailie saw he could not make it better, 
So put a gracious face upon the matter, 
Announced the joiner to them as a friend. 
Come from the country, a few days to spend. 
Whom he had ta*en the freedom to bring wi' him. 
They all declared that they ^* were glad to see him,** 
Though, of the dvic quid nuncs, some were there 
Who thought they*d seen the face, but couldn't tell 

where; 
An4 if they could, they might have bless*d their 

eyes, 
Thus to have known him in his deep disguise : 
As Watty .Scott, perhaps, would sing or say^ 

* Queer fish ! the modier that him bare. 
If she had been in presence there. 

In his big breeks and gaucy air. 
She had not known her child. 

I'll not describe the dinner, nor the wine ; 
Both had been good, for all declared them Jine, 
But ere the half of Archie's wit was done, 
The Bailie's thought a matchless man of fun ; 
Eachjlashot wit proved fatal where it broke^ 
And the laugh's loud thunder follow'd every joke. 
The Council laugh'd till they could laugh no more. 
And Archie laugh'd till Archie's sides were sore ; 
The Bailie saw't, and much approv'd his plan, 
Thinking the joiner was a prudent man ; 
And on die morrow was so very good. 
As ffive him credit for a lot of wood. 
And in return, all that he had to do,. 
Was make him jokes, and likewise give the cue ; 

* Poor wretch ! the mother that him bare« 
If she had been in presence there. 

In his wan face and sun bum'd hair* 

She had not knowuhet chV\«i.— N\^fe'»a^BD^SJK^. 



That Cuddy was a man of wit and humour. 
His cronies all sat rtiousing for a joke, 
Watching for wit in every word he spoke ; 
And being all so keenly on the scent. 
Oft found out jokes where devU a joke was n 
Archie was feasted, and might long been so, 
But cruel fortune aimM the wit a blow ; 
For crouse he grew, nor longer would permit 
The brainless Bailie thus to sport his wit : 
To him the maxim might be well applied, 
^' Ghreat wits to madness nearly are allied ;** 
F(Mr nought but madness could suggest the scl 
To unbag the cat^ and blast the Bailie's fame 

'Twas on a night, when strangers of renow 
Dined with the rulers of our ancient town ; 
Archie got there, and Cuddy saw with fear 
His alterM phiz, and eye's n)ischievous leer. 
And showed as much confusion in his face 
As Bailie Firkin in the "nnnflri— « — 
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*' Hang the ungrateful scamp," the Bailie cne». 
^' Hang the ungrateful scamp," the dove xepliet ; 
^^ The fellow, when I took him to my house, 
Was lean and hungry as a Highland louse ; 
If *am alive, I will, to-morrow morning. 
Protest his hill, and get a chaige o^homing,— 
1*11 flay the villain — ^flay him, inch by inch. 
And send him tae the jail or tae his bench.** 

For once the cit to keep his word thought fit : 
The humble joiner was obliged to flit. 
And Bailie Cuddy's still a Council wit. Axox. 



THE DOCTOR AND HIS APPRENTICE, A TALE. 

A Pupil of the Esculapian school 
Was just prepared to quit his master's rule : . 
Not that he knew his trade, as it appears. 
But that he then had learnt it seven years. 

Yet think not that in knowledge he was cheated— 

All that he had to study still 

Was, when a man was well or ill. 
And how, if sick, he should be treated. 

One mom he thus addressM his master: 

^^ Dear Sir, my honoured father bids me say. 
If i could now and then a visit pay. 
He thinks, with you. 
To notice how you do. 
My business I might learn a Ut\le iaaXn.'* 

"The thought is happy," the ptccepXot ciSw^x 
*^A better method he could &catce OJCNiXie \ 
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So Bob," 
And when 



(his pupil^s name,) *' it shall be so ; 
I next pay visits, you shall go.*' 



To bring that hour, alas ! time briskly fled : 

With dire intent. 

Away they went. 
And now behold them at a patient's bed. 

Th& master-doctor solemnly perus'd 

His victim's face, and o'er his symptoms mus'd ; 

Look'd wise, said nothing — an unerring way, 

When people nothing have to say : 

Then felt his pulse, and smelt his cane. 

And paus'd, and blink'd, and smelt again, 

And briefly of his corps perform'd each mption 
^Manoeuvres that for Death's platoon are meant : 
A kind of a Make ready and Present, 

Before the fell discharge of pUl and potion. 

At length the patient's wife he thus address'd: 
" Madam, your husband 's danger 's great. 
And (what will never his complaint abate) 
The man 'sheen eating oysters, I perceive. 
" Dear I you're a witch, I verily believe,^ 

Madam repUed, and to the truth confess'd. 

Skill so prodigious Bobby too admir'd ; 
And home returning, of the sage inquired 

How these same oysters came into his head ? 
'' Psha ! my dear Bob, the thing was plain- 
Sure that can ne'er distress thy brain ; 

I saw the shells lie underneath the bed." 

So wise, by such a lesson grown, 
JVexe dajr Bob rentur'd forth alone^ 
And to the self-sune suflfrei paid Vns caoart; — 
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But soon, with haste and wonder out of breath, 
Retum*d the stripling minister of death, 
And to his master made this dread report : 

^* Why, Sir, we ne*er can keep that patient under ; 

Zounds ! such a maw I never came across ! 
The fellow must be dying, and no wonder. 

For d--me if he hasn*t eat a horse V* 

^^ A horse !*' the elder man of physic cried. 
As if he meant his pupil to deride — 
'^ How came so wild a notion in your head !** 
^' How ! think not in my duty I was idle ; 
Like you, I took a peep beneath the bed. 
And there I saw a saddle and a bridle /" 



THE MERCENARY LOVER'S SOKO. 

LovE*8 a romance I shall never approve ; 

Some call it of wedlock the honey ; 
But if ever I marry a woman for love^ 

It shall be for the love of her money ! 

As for beauty, it is but a name at the best. 

No matter how ugly she be. Sir ; 
If a woman of ten ^ousand pounds be pdssess'd. 

She has ten thousand charms then for me. Sir. 

Love may a good principle certainly be. 
But Love of itself won*t do merely ; 

That principal only can benefit me^ 

Which hears interest five pet o&ivV.. ^eax\^ . 

Some maj delight in a very fine voice. 
Whose notea are indeed very Btxwaft^ ^^ ^ 



Whose HOtei will jnu. 

Of B giil'i dispoaition I never inquire. 

Even though a leal kcM she be brnidnl ; . 

Nor her nature or propotieB-^oll 1 de^re 
Is ba proptrty, funded and landed. 

There an certaiolf charms in a amile or a kiss. 
And joy may tnMn both be produced ; 

But the very best thing to cmiolidatt bliu. 
Is CoiuoU Three pu Cent, and Reduced. 

. O t the real ehaima of Omniuiii and Scrips 
Let a girl give me than, and. I'lT^hank her ; 
Drau^ts of delight you may seek from the lip, 
but give me your rich drafli on a Banker. 

If my wife is but rich, I don't even care 
If she aged be threescore and twenty j 

For though from her eyes beam no lustre so rare, 
In her diamoadi there surely is plenty. 

O gife me her jeweli, ber ca^, and hei plate* 

No matter if children she bear, Sir ; 
Her mortgages, quit.rcnts,,aad freehold estate, 

give me, and I'll find an heir. Sir ! 

If her bosom's as bioivn as a nut, Devermiod, 
If from thence hangs tlaige golden loclfft ; 
And although in her vitagi no charms I may End* 

1 know there's enough in her pocket. 

Por Boihjag but leeaith to the /Viaa can seem finr ' 
And, as I'm no fanciful fellow, 
O, what roieate bloom on the chetk t»ii cota^ste 
With a ttffw guinetfi tOb. ihining tietto«^ 
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Then soon will that girl of my heart be possest, 
(Though c^ctton oould never once bind it,) 

JLet her only unlock her strong iron chesty 
And I warrant you there she will find it. 

No soft TOWS of love will I make in a grove^ 
'Sat WTCfasJlowery meadows will take her ; 

But so softly and sweetly will we talk of love, 
As we go from the Bank to th* Exchequer, 

Of so prudent a plan we need say no more. 

The main chance we should certainly mind, O ! 

For when Poverty meanly comes in at the door. 
Love always flies out at the window. 

Royal Exchange, 



THE likeness; or, my cousin. 

My Lord was all kind, and my Lady all fair. 

And in conjugal fetters were link*d ; 
Yet one thing was wanting, and that was an Heir, 

That the title might not be extinct. 
£*en this came at last, and a sweet rosy boy, 

So like, — ^but the truth we'll record ; 
Like an angel it looked, but, to lesHen the joy, 

It somehow was not like — My Itord, 

The babe grew in beauty, the christening came, 

And to it flock'd fViends by the dozen t 
When the likeness^ O yes, ev*ry gossip could name, 

'Twas io like her Ladyship's cousin ! 
Then sure, at the moment her oou&m cvk&Sxv^ 

The Captain, all pleasing an^ mRfe\ 
When his forehead, his no&e, mv^Yi\» vn«^ ^&sss^^ 
chin^ 
AU present could eaa^7 tN^ce^ 
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The Udiea i*t nniliiift ; the Capt^D imil'd too ; 

But vow'd he no likenen ooijd *et : 
miich my Lord, nay my liady, afflioi'd to be tme. 

And muM with the Csptiin agree. 
Theputf, DO this, would again view the child : 

When each, looking wise, bemm'd and bav'd ; 
Then, blaming theii IbUy, (by fancy beguil'd,) 

Dedai'd it was jiut like — my Lend I 

The next day WM fix'd to go down to the Otdvc i 

When my Lady, good-humour'd and kind, 
Sud, bei gnodfalher'a age might an hindrance 



And we muit not have more than a doien." 
" Why then," cried my Lord, " let your grand 
father stay. 
And, my 4eti, well diipaut with my coMin." 



DAVID JOHEB ; OB, WIHE AKD WOfttTED. 

IIuoH MoBOAN, cousin of that Hugh 

Whoae eouxin was the Lord knowa who. 

Was likewise, as the Btoiy runs. 

Tenth cousin of one David Jones. 

David, well stored with classic knowledge, 

Wat tent betimes la Jesus College; 

Paternal bounty left him clear 

For life one hundred pounds a-year ; 
And Joaea waa deem'd another Cnnui 
Ataoag the Commoners of Jesus. 
^t booia not here to quote tradidon, 
«i>nmfo/CaTid'j erudition 1 
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HeM Virgil scan — in mathematics, 

Prove that straight lines were not quadratics. 

All Oxford hailM the youth^s ingressuSy 

And wondMng Welshmen cried '* Cot bless us I" 

It happenM Uiat his cousin Hugh 

Through Oxford passM, to Cambria due, 

And from his erudite relation 

Received a written invitation. 

Hugh to the college gate repaired, 

And askM for Jones ;— the porter stared ! 

" Jones I Sir," quolh he, " discriminate, 

Of Mr. Joneses there be eight." 

" Ay, but 'tis DaVid Jones," quoth Hugh ; 

Quoth porter, " We've six Davids too." 

*' Cot's flesh !" cries Morgan, ^^ cease your mock- 

ings. 
My David Jones wears worsted stockings t*' 
Quoth porter, "Which it is, Heaven ^ows, 
For all the eight wear worsted hose." 
*' My Cot !" says Hugh, "I'm ask'd to dine 
With cousin Jones, uid quaff his wine." 
** That one word > wine' is worth a dozen," 
Quoth porter, '^ now I know your cousin. 
The wine has stood you. Sir, in more stead 
Than David, or the hose of worsted. 
You'll find your friend at number nine— 
We've but one Jones that quaffs his wine.' 



»» 



[From " Warrenlana."] 

'« Warreniana" is a merry jeu d'esprit after tl 
of the Rejected Addresses ; and consists of pul 
ren's blacking, in imitation of the several st> 
leading and best known writers. 

Tek minutes to ten by Saint Dunstan^s c 
And the owl has awakenM the cfowing co( 
Cock-a-doodle-doo, 
Cock-a- doocUe-doo. 
If he crows at this rate in so thrilling a nc 
Jesu-Maria ! he^ll catch a sore throat. 

Warren, the manufacturer rich, 
Hath a spectral mastiff bitch ; 
To Saint Dunstan's clock, tho* silent enoi 
She barked her chorus of bow, wow, wow 
Bow fat the quarters, and wow for ^e hoi 
Nought cares she for the sun or the showe 
But when, like a ghost all array'd in its s 
The wheels of the thunder are muffled in 
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Bang, bang, with a pause betwieen, 
Rung the weird sound at his door, I ween. 
Up from his couch he leap'd in ai&ight. 
Oped his grey lattice and looked on the night. 
Then put on his coat, and with harlequin hop 
Stood like a phuitoin in midst of the shop ; 
In midst of his shop he stood like a sprite, 
Till peering to left and peering to xi^nt, 
Beside his counter, with tail in hand, 
He saw a spirit of darkness stfuid ; 
I guess Uwas frightful there to see 
A lady so scantily clad as she. 
Ugly and old exceedingly. 

In height her figure was six feet two. 
In breadth exactly two feet six, 
One eye as summer skies was blue. 
The other black as the waves of Styx. 
Her bloodless lips did aught but pair. 
For one was brown and one was fair. 
And clattered like maid in hysteric fit. 
Or jack that tum'd a kitchen spit. 
Jesu-Maria ! with awe, I trow, 
O'Warren beheld this worricow. 
For dreary and dun the death hue came 
O'er her cheek, as she traced the words of flame ; 
The words of flame that with mystic fuss 
Are hatchM from a still-bom incubus. 
And doom each wight who reads to dwdl. 
Till the birth of day, in the oaves of helL 

Oh ! read thee not, read thee not, lord of the Strand, 
The spell that subjects thee to elfin command ; 
Vain hope ! the bogle hflAh TSMsV2^\^sst\«3Ka^ 
And WAren hath read the vr«i^^ ^"^ ^5«««t\ 
Jyetter by letter he ttac^ Xltie «^^ ,^. 
TiU the sullen toU o£ SaMkl'D^Mos^w^^^*^'* 



^' I'm old mother Nightmaie-iife-m-dea 
Halloo ! halloo ! we may not stay, 
Satan is waiting ; away, away ; 
Halloo ! halloo ! we*ve far to go. 
Then hey for the devil ; jee-up ! jee-b< 
O* Warren requested a little delay, 
But the evil one muttered ^^ Too late, by i 
So he put on his breeches and scamper'd i 

[They arrive at their destination, and find Satac 

Proudly he strode to his palace gate, 
Which the witch and the XV'arren approach* 
But paused at the threshold as onward the 
And thus, with words of fever and flame, 
The tradesman addressed, ^^ Your nam* 

known. 
As a vender of sahles wide over the town ; 
But in hell with proviso this praise we mv 
For though brilliant your blacking, the 

Styx 
Is blacker by far, and can throw, as it sui 
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And they all in one spirit of ooncoid agree. 
That my blacking is better than any black sea 
"WTiich flows thro' your paltry Avemus, I wis." 
'* Pshaw !*' Satan repUed, " I'll be d— dif it is." 

The tradesman he laugh'd at this pitiful sneer, 
And drew from his pocket, unmoved by the jeer 
Of the gathering daemons, blue, yellow, and pink, 
A bottle of blacking more sable than ink ; — 
With the waves of the Styx in a jifley they tried it. 
But the waves of the Styx looked foolish beside it ; 
^^ You motes a well liken the sunmier sky," 
Quoth Warren the bold, ^' with an Irish sty ; 
The nightingale's note with the cockatoo's whine, 
As your lily-white river with me or mine." 

Round the brow of Abaddon fierce anger play'd, 
At the Strand manufacturer's gasconade; 
And lifting a fist that mote slaughter an ox. 
He wrathfully challenged his foeman to box ; 
Then summoned each demon to form a ring, 
And witness his truculent triumphing. — 
The ring was formed and the twain set to, 
Like little Puss with Belasoo the Jew, 
Satan was seconded in a crack. 
By Molineux, the American black, 
(Who sported an oath as a civil saUm,) 
While Warren was back'd by the ghost of Dutch 

Sam. 
Gentles, who fondly peruse these lays, 
Wild as a colt o'er the moorland that strays. 
Who thrill at each wond'rous rede I tell. 
As fancy roams o'er the floor of hell. 
Now list ye with kindness, the ^\u[\fii& \ tiSnRwnft 
In shapely pugilistic verse, 
(Albeit my fancy preferreth stlU 
The guiet of nature,) this despeTate MUl. 



They sparr'd for a second their ardour to 
And rush'd at each other like bull to bul 

X Rounds, 

1. was a tmoMher^ for Brummagem Bob 
Let fly a topper on Beelzebub's nob ; 
Then follow*d him over the ring with i 
And doubled him uphy tk blow in the i 

2. Satan was cautious in making play, 
But stuck to his sparring and pummel 
Till the oglet of Warren looked quee 

hue, 
(Here, beta upon Beelzebub ; three to 

3. Fiibhings^ and facers^ and toppers abot 
But Satan, it seems, had the worse of 

4. Satan was floor'd by a lunge in the hi] 
And the blood from his peepers went 

drip. 
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He tapp*d his claret^ his mug he rent, 
And made him so groggy with punishtnenty 
That he gladly gave in at the close of the round, 
.And Warren in triumph was led from the ground. 



bachelor's fare. 

FuNNT and free are Bachelor's reveries, 

Cheerily, ilierrily passes his life ; 
Nothing knows he of connubial devilries, 

Troublesome children and clamorous wife. 
Free from satiety, care and anxiety. 

Charms in variety fall to his share ; 
Bacchus's blisses, and Venus's kisses — 
- This, boys, this is the Bachelor's Fare ! 

A wife, like a canister, chattering, clattering. 

Tied to a dog for his torment and dread, 
All bespattering, bumping and battering. 

Hurries and worries him till he is dead ; 
Old ones are two devils haunted with blue devils. 

Young ones are new devils raising despair. 
Doctors and nurses combining their curses, 

Adieu to full purses and Bachelor's Fare ! 

Through such folly, days, once sweet holidays, 
Such are embitter'd by wranglins and strife. 
Wives turn jolly days to melancholv days, 

All perplexing and vexing one's life ; 

Children are riotouf^ laai'dL MXN«ci\& ^ «.^. ^v^ 

JUammy, to quiet ua, gtoviX&'^SigLfc %.>Qft«^\ 

Polly is squalling, and MoW.^ S»\»J«>2^a%^ 

While dad IB recaiUnft \jm ^%*2WS^ ^ ^ 



^ w^M.j vuur irisnes, ana many a looi. 
Boys will anticipate, lavish and dissipate 

All that your busy pate hoarded with < 
Then tell me what jollity, fun or frivolity 

Equals in quality Bachelor's Fare ? 



ELEGV on MRS. TWADDLE. 

Sir — I have waited impatiently to see k 
(they are all bards or minstrels now, I ] 
present age could produce, competent to 
in an el^y the virtues of the departed Mrs 
die. While I was mortal I never suf{ere< 
lady to sink into the grave unhonoured 
Muse ; and since the world is in possessic 
Elegy on I^lrs. Twaddle's great prototy] 
Mary Blaize, I feel it incumbent upon-r 
as I am, still to do justice to the memoi 
latter lady, and snatch from the detwtM- 
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And never known to doubt at all, 
Whene'er she was determined. 

Her hospitality ne'er balk'd 

The hopes of a starved sinner, 
And much of it abroad was talk'd, 

Whene'er she gave a dinner. 

For charity was she renown'd, 
By many a kinsman pray'd for ; 

She freely gave to all around, 
Wliate'er the nation paid for. 

Her candour none too much commend, 

Her courage all men know ; 
She dauntless stood the churdi's friend, 

When no one was its foe. 

Religious feuds her greatest care. 

In them her only hope ; 
l^e never yet was known to swear. 

But when she damn'd the Pope. 

By Falsehood's art she ne'er deceived 

E'en unsuspicious youth ; 
And always was by idl believed. 

Whene'er she told the truth. 

She Reformation much approved. 

About it never falter'd. 
And wish'd all things to be improved; 

But in no tittle alter'd. 

Her conscience waa a XjecAot ^Cc&si^^ 
Which oft repentance "^TwOis^ 

Nor was she caTeleas oi \\a «?cDtt%-k 
■Except when die ^aa V\OKft^» 



Hope'B h(«T'nly eomfbrt hush'd ba »lgb» 
Whila Dmth deby'd hia blow. 

She said, on high she wish'd Kt riite, 
But still to stay below. 

Some Oxford docton unight lelief, 

Moie ridiculed her moan. 
She died of " aaiveriai" grief, 

But felt by hei alone^ 



That spot encbuitmg — Proapect Row, 
So called, because a liew it shows 
Of Shueditch Road, and when there blows 
- No dust, the folks may one and all get 
A peep — almott to Norton Falgate. 
Here MiB. Dobbs, at Dumbs Tluee, 
Inrited all her friends to tea. 
The Row had never heard befbie 
Such double knacks at any door, 
And heads were popp'd fnim ev'iy easemcot. 
Counting the camen wilh amaienieut. 

Some magnified (hem to eleven. 
While othen swore there were but seven ; 
A point that's keenly mooted Mill, 
But certun 'lis thai Mrs, Oill 

Told Mis. Grub she reckc^ed ten : 

FatMn. Hofabs came second— then 
Cnae Metdamet Jinkim, Dump, ui& Si^irira^i*, 
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Dizen'd in all her best army. 
Our melting hostess said her say, 

As the souchong repast proceeded. 
And curtsying and bobbing press'd 
By turns each gormandizing guest, 

To stuff as heartily as she did. 
Dear Mrs. Hoggins, what t — your cup 
TumM in your saucer, bottom up !-~ 
Dear me, how soon you've had your fill. 
Let me persuade you — one more sup, 
'Twill do you good, indeed it will : — 
Psha now, you're only making game. 
Or else you tea^d afore you came. 

Stop, Mrs. Jinkins, let me stir it. 

Before I pour out any more. — 
No, ma'am, that's just as I prefer it.— • 

O thgn I'll make it as before. 

Lauk ! Mrs. Dump, that toast seems diy, 

Do take and eat this middle bit ; 
The butter's fresh, you may rdy. 

And a fine price I paid for it-— 
No doubt, ma'am, — what a shame it is, 
And Cambridge too again has risr / 
You don't deal now with Mrs. Keats ? 
No, she's a bad one : — ma'am, she cheats. 
Hush I Mrs. Crump's her aunt — Ck>od lack ! 
How lucky she just tum'd her back. 

Don't spare the toast, ma'am, don't say no, 
I've got another round below ; 
I give folks plenty when I ax e'm. 
For cut and come again's my maxim. 
Nor should I deem it a Tn\&{cftOT^ 
IfjovL demolish'd the wYicAe c^wCt^\ 
27iough bread is now a aY»m€<^a^. '^'^^R»^ — 
Why did they 'bolish ih« «ainiie\ 



Well, that's a luxury, no doubt. 
La ! Mrs. Tapps, do only look. 
Those grouts can never be mistook ; 
Well, tuck a cup I it can*t be worse, 
See, here's six horses and a hearse ; 
And there's the church and burying-plaot 
Plain as the nose upon your face ; — 
Next dish may dissipate your doubts, 
And give you less unlucky grouts ; — 
One more — ^you must — the pot has stood. 
I warrant me it's strong and good. 

There's Mrs. Spriggins in the garden ; 
What a fine gown ! — but begging pardon 
It seems to be amazing dingy— 
D'you think her shawl, ma'am 's really J 
Lord love you ! no ; — ^well, give me clotb 
That's plain and good, ma'am, not like tl 
Though not so tawdry, Mrs. Jacks, 
We do put clean thinirs »»v»« '»— *-' ' 
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TBus on swift wing the momentt flev, 
Until Hwas time to 8»y adieu ; 
When each prepared to waddle hack, 
WarmM with a sip of Cogniac, 
Which was with Mn». Dobbs a law. 
Whenever the night was cold or raw. 
Umbrellas, pattens, lanterns, cl(^;8. 
Were sought — away the party j(^s ; 
And silent solitude again 
O'er Prospect Row resum'd its reign. 
Just as the watchman crawPd in sight, 
To cry — " Past ten— ^ cloudy night.'* 



THE OBLIOIKO AS8A8SIK. 

From the F rendu 

Okce sleeping in an Inn at Dover, 
Dreaming of thicTes— my passage over-— 

And murderous hands that graspM a trigger. 
The door flew open — I awoke. 

When a pale heteroclite figure. 
With dusty shoes, stalk'd in, and spoke : 
^' You see what 'tis I want — ^make haste ! 

Dress ! — you've no moment's time to waste." 

Trembling all over with the notion 

Of being suddenly despatch'd, 

I huddled on my clothes, and snatch'd 
My hat — ^prepar'd for locomotion ; 
But thrust into a chair, he put 

Round me a winding-sheet or shroud : 
^ehold me pinion'd hfuid and foot. 

What horrors to my fancy cto^W 
I7ii7e no resistance CQ\i\d \>e ^^^asxC ^ 
f one with instmaient m YksoidL, 



Some compound to my lips he held, 

Mixing it in a brazen dish ; 
And when I winced and made grimace, 
He dasVd it foaming in my face. 
Fuming and fretting, white as snow, 

Expecting some terrific death. 
Drops from my face began to flow, x 

I clenched my teeth, and pump*d my bre 

Moved by the terror I betray'd. 

And wishing to despatch me quicker, 
He flourished an alarming blade, 

Wliose very aspect made me sicker: 
To work he went — ^my throat soon ran 

With blood from an incision given ; 
More than half dead, I then began 

To recommend my soul to Heaven. 

The cut-throat presently repenting 
That all my pangs should thus be sped. 
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Madden'd to find his purpose balkM, 

He tried a difierent method quite, 
In clouds of dust as round he stalk'd, 

Striving to stifle me outright. 

As Fate still saved me from his fangs, 
And Death was slow to grant his prayer, 

In order to increase my pangs. 

He twisted, pull*d, and tore my hair. 

I gave a sigh — th* assassin prone 
To let no prize his clutches pass, 

Snatched up my purse beside me thrown. 

And then prepared my Coup^-grace* 

At this transported more and more, ^ 

My knife (of bone) I fiercely drew ; 
My adversary gain*d the door. 

And in a glass my face I view : 
Guess my surprise — ^my joy to see. 

That tiie assassin who distress^ me, 
Instead of mortal injury. 

Had kindly powder*d^ shaved, and dressed me I 



THE MATRIMONIAL LADDER. 

Written on sedng an ingenious Toy, called the " Matri- 
monial Ladder. 

Admiratiotu 

While graceful Ghloe leaA^ \!lcv& ^^ q^sa^t^^^^ 
What new gen8ationaStte)p\voTi'%">o«ao«v'S^.\ 

Ad introduction gain'd^ tVie ^o\x^ «^^**^^^--.ooje». 

And bopcB she's ^^AengagiedL xhft Vwo xv«»*- ^^*^ 



r%.uu proves njinBeii a very uux jruuug umu, 

Approbation, 

With favouring smile the fair one hears his 
Sips lemonade, and vows he*s quite a rattle 
Then, as new raptures rise in every glance. 
Exclaims, " I think weM better join the da 

DeclaraHon. 

Next mom he calls, (the custom^s very old 
To hope the lady has not taken cold. 
Thinks she looks charmingly in deshabille. 
And tells what pangs his stricken bosom fil 

HeHtation, 

While secret joy her soft confusion veils, 
Miss eently checks her swain's romantic ta 
^^She^ sure Mamma will think these i 

wild- 
She knows not how to act — she*s quite a d 
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Solemnizati&n, 

At church arrived on some unlucky day, 
Poor Chioe falters out the word obey ; 
Thus of Love's Ladder gain*d the topmost place. 
Her downward course the sorrowing muse must 
trace. 

Possession, 

Her honey-moon and raptures fled together, 
Behold a tural walk in dirty weather ; 
The stile is slippery, but in vain the dame 
Sues for that aid which once unaskM for came. 

Rumination, 

An evening t4te-a-tete you next shall see ; 

No friendly chat succeeds departed tea ; 

Blue bums the candle, and the U3nnnph looks blue. 

And rumination serves them but to rue. 

Alteration. 

No more a social walk the mom employs, 

A greasy novel constitutes her joys ; 

Whil#he, poor soul ! condemned alone to saunter, 

Dines with some friend, and empties his decanter. 

Irritation. 

Hetum*d at eve, unnumberM queries wait him. 
And she who loved so late, appears to hate him : 
From trifles light as air the quarrel swells. 
Hie husband bullies, and the wife rebels. 

Disputation, 

Fierce and more fierce the wordy contest grows ; 

Taunts, gibes, and «xi«€x&^ «sA «^«r) *dB&sv%\!N»x 

blows ; 
£acfa to 8 separate coucYi Vn ^%^ '^^^^^'^'^^^c.**- 
Whence aleep iBb«m^^eL\i7 ^cx»jeksw» >os«^- 



Detestation, 

Loud she prodaims the thousands that she b: 

him ; 
He cool retorts, ^^Hwas only those that < 

hun:" 
^' The world shall know your conduct, brute 

cries: 
^* Sooner the better, sweet,*' the youth replies 

Separation, 

Equipped for parting see these quondam turtl* 
Dead are lovers roses, withered all his myrtlei 
Such are the ups and downs of love*s short si 
" For better or for worse," — *tis death or gloi 



THADDY MAHOKE AKD SILVIA PBAT 

Of late a fond couple alone 
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I'm a lovesick and thirsty young man ; 
Ohy give me some gunpowder tea. 

'' For roUs never trouble your mind; 

I feast when I look upon you ; 
To my love let yoiir answer be kind, 

And half a potatoe will do.' 



»» 



»♦ 



^^ No trouble at all, sir, indeed, 

Said the lady, and gave him a leer : 

(^ Do you wish to-day's paper to read ? 
Will you please, sir, to take your tea here ?" 

«« Will I take my tea here ? that I will; 

But I never r^td papers nor books ; 
Be pleased, ma'am, the teapot to fill. 

You sweeten the tea with your looks. 

"Saint Patrick ! I've emptied the pot," 
Exdaim'd the stout Alonaghan youth; 

" But, my honey, your tea is so hot. 
It has scalded the top of my tooth. 

"How well your good time you employ ! 

May I beg for a jug of your cream ? 
The water's so warm, my dear joy. 

My whiskers are singed by the steam. 

" 3Irs. Pratt, you're an angel in face. 
How I doat on your fingers so fair ! 

Oh, I long like a dragon to place 
Another gold wedding ring there. 

" Do you think now my Ue« «c^ xjXiNxvxfc'^ 

You may shut tho&e s?ieel c^«^ ^*t ^^jws. ^'^r^. 
And never see one t\\at Ao^ea '^«v>^^ 
Like myself, Mx. TVv«A^l ^^iasioft* 



" Come jmn your state to m; ovn. 
And Ihcn what > Ghaiige we shall aee I 

When jm ue the lleah of mji bone. 
What B beandfiil chumer I'll be 1 

" I have Gelds fn m; iarni Kt Kilmore,"— 
Again Mn. Pratt gate a leer. 

And edl that he manlully swore, 
She drank with a reminlne ear. 



To answer her loTOT 10 gaj ; 

When, alas t a bumbuliff cami 

And took Mr. Thaddy away 



Av Irishnutn tiaTelling (though Dot for delight) 
Arrived in a city one c^d winter's night. 
Found the landlord and serranta in bed at the inli, 
W^ile standing without, he was diench'dtolhe skin- 
He groped for the knocker, no knocker was found, 
When tumiDg his head accidentally rounds 
He saw, as he thouB;ht, bf the lamp's feeble ray. 
The object he seordh'd fat right over the way. 

The knocker he grasp'd, and so loud was the roar. 
It sean'd like a sledge breaking open the door ; 
The street, far and wide, was disturb'd by the clang, 
Aad resounded aloud with the Irishman's bang. 
The wife scream'd aload, and <iiw \uuhand a([|ean 
At the window, hit sboulden tbiui!;|f& m>'9 vi^Jia 
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So ho ! honest friend — ^pray what is the matter. 
That at this time of night you should make such 

a clatter ? 
Qo to-bed^~go to-bed, says Pat, my dear honey, 
I am not a robber to ask for your money, 
I borrowed your knocker, before it is day, 
To waken the landlord right over the way. 



SURNAMES. 



Men once were sumamed from their shape- or 
estate, 
(You all may from history worm it,) 
There was Lewis the Bulky, and Henry the Great, 

John Lackland, and Peter the Hermit. 
But now, when the door-plates of Misters and 
Dames 
Are read, eadb so constantly varies. 
From the owner's trade, figure, and calling, Sur* 
names 
Seem given by the rule of contraries. 

Mr. Box, though provoked, never doubles his fist, 

Mr. Bums in his grate has no fuel, 
Mr. Playfair wont catch me at hazard or whist, 

Mr. Coward was wing'd in a duel. 
Mr. Wise is a dunce, Mr. King is a whig, 

Mr. Cofiin's uneonamonly sprightly. 
And huge Mr. Little broke down in a gig 

While driving fat Mrs. Golightly. 

Mrs. Drinkwater's apt to indulge in a dram^ 

Mrs. Angelas an absolute fuxy. 
And meek Mr. Lyoi^let fierce Mx* liKK^ 
Tweak bia nose in the lobby oi 'Dturj* 



i)ii8s Joy, wretched maid, when she chose 
Love, 
Found nothing but sorrow await her : 
She now holds in wedlock, as true as a dove, 

, That fondest of mates, Mr. Hayter. 
Mr. Oldcastle dwells in a modem-built hut, 

Miss Sage is of madcaps the archest ; 
Of all the queer bachelors Cupid e*er cut. 
Old Mr. Younghusband*s ue starchest 

Mr. Child, in a passion, knockM down Mr. R< 

Mr. Stone like an aspen-leaf shivers. 
Miss Poole used to dance, but she stands lili 

. stock. 

Ever since she became Mrs. Rivers. 
Mr. Swift hobbles onward, no mortal knows ho 

He moves as though cords had entwined him 
Mr. Metcalfe ran off, upon meeting a cow. 

With pale Mr. Tumbull behind him. 

Mr. Barker^s as mute as a fish in the sea, 
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Mr. Cniickshank stept into three thousand a year. 

By showing his leg to an heiress,— 
Now I hope you*ll acknowledge V\e made it quite 
clear, 

Surnames ever go hy contraries. 



THE HAUKCH OF VENISON 

At numher One dwelt Captain Drew, 
G«orge Benson dwelt at number Two ; 

(The street we'll not now mention ;) 
The latter stunnM the King's Bench bar, 
The former, being lamed in war, 

Sung small upon a pension. 

Tom Blewit knew them both — ^than he 
None deeper in the mystery 

Of culinary knowledge ; 
From Turtle soup to Stilton cheese. 
Apt student, taking his degrees 

In Mrs. Rundell's College. 

3€bson to dine invited Tom : 
Proud of an invitation from 

A host who '* spread" so nicely, 
Tom answer'd, ere the ink was dry, 
^* Extremely happy — come on Fri- 

Day next, at six precisely." 
Blewit, with expectation fraught. 
Drove up at six, each savoury thought 

Ideal turfoot rich in : 
But, ere he reach- d ^e muxsoxv^'^QiiiX^ 
He saw a Haunch of VexC«oii xoux 
Down in the next doot.^^B^ao^esv^ 



TBE COKMOir-PLACE BOOK 

! Zotmdi t whit's this ? a hai 



To pus were doworight trouon i 
To cut Ned Benscm's not quite atauncli ; 
But tbe provocative — a h&uncli 1 

Zounds ! it's the liiHt this seaton ! 



DDitijf thrlo. . ~ 

such a hun7 1 



Then, ramiitig thrice 



Do tell yout m 

Ii poralftic, quite aslant, 

I must be off for Suney." 

Now, Tom at next door makes a din — 

" Is Captain Drew at home ?" — " Walk in" — 

"Drew, how d'ye do?"—" What; BbwU!" 
" Yes, I — you've aak'd me, many a day, 
To dr^ in, hi a quiet way, 

" I'm very glad you have," said Drew, 
" I've noUiing but an Irish ■lew—" 

Quoth Tom (aside) " No natter, 
'Twon't do — my iloniach's up to that, , 

•Twill lie by, till the lucid fat 

Comes quiv'ring on the platter." 

" You aee your dinner, Tom," Drew cried, 
" No, but I don't though," Tom replied i 

" I iraoked below,"—" What ?"_" Ven'son, 
A laancb" — "OhI Due, it is not m\ne-, 
llfy nelgbboia haa tome trienda tn dine-. — ?' 

" Youriwl^baui 1 who J"— "0««Bs'&»«»' 
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'< His chhnney smoked ; the scene tp. change, 
I let him have my kitchen range 

WhUe his was newly polish'd : 
The Ven'son you ohserved bdow. 
Went home just half an hour ago : 

I guess it*s now demolish^. 

«« Tom, why that look of douhtfiil dread ? 
Come, help yourself to salt and hread, 

Don*t sit with hands and knees up ; 
But dine, for once, off Irish stew. 
And read the ^ Dog and Shadow* through. 

When next you open -ffisop/ 



»> 



THE AUCTIONEER AND THE LAWYER 

A City Auctioneer, one Samuel Stuhhs, 
Did greater execution with his hammer, 
Assisted hy his puffing clamour. 
Than Gog and Magog with their duhs. 
Or that great Fee-fa-Kim of war, 
The Scandinavian Thor, 
Did with his mallet, which (see Bryant's 
Mythology) feU'd stoutest giants : 
For Samuel knocked down houses, churches, 
And woods of oak, and elms and birches. 
With greater ease than mad Orlando 
Tore the first tree he laid his hand to. 

He ought, in reason, to have raised his own 
Lot by knocking others' down ; 
And had he been content with shaking 
His hammer and his hand, and to^T^ 
Advantage of what brought Yiim gaa^\» 
Might have been as rich as Chn»<\ft \ — 
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Bnt lomebow wbeo tby midnight bdl, Bon, 
Sounded along Cbeapude iu knell, 
Out Bpsik wga buij in PsU-mall 

Shiking his elbow, — 

Marking, silh pnr upon hia muBud, 

The turns of luuud ; 

Or nitling in a box the dice. 
Which wem'd u if a grudge Ibe; bore 

To Stubbs ; for often iD a trice, 

Down on the nail he was compell'd to pajr 

All that hi« hamnter brought him in tl^ daji, 
Andu 



Thus like a nule Penelope, our wight. 
What he had done bjr day undid at night; 
No wonder, therefore, if, like her. 

He was beset bf clamorous brutei. 
Who crowded round him id prefer 

Their MTeral suiU> 

One Mr. Snipps, the tailor, had the loi^est 
Bill for many Buits — of Taiment, 

And nalur^y thought he had the Mnmgat 
Claim for payment. 

But debts of honour must be pUd, 

Whale'er becomes of debts of trade ; 

And so oui stylldi Auctioneer, 

From month to month throughont the year, 

Eicusea, fabehoodg, pleas alicgea. 

Or fiatt^cs, compliments, and pledges. 

When in the latter mood one da;. 



Heaque 



t when?" — " Next month. 



-You may d 



My dearest Snipps, before the en& oi^\». 
Your face proclaims in eierj featoie, 
you wouldn't bMm ti tetlow cieUaie — 




OF miMO&OUS POETBT.' . 71 

You*ie a kind soul, I know you are, Snipps." 
'^ Ay, so you said six months ago. 
But such fine words, I*d have you know, 
Butters no parsnips." 

This said, he bade his lawyer draw 

A special writ. 

Serve it on Stubbs, and follow it 
Up with the utmost rigour of the law. 

This lawyer was a friend of Stubbs, 

That is to say. 

In a civic way, 
Where business interposes not its rubs ; 
For where the main chance is in question, 

Damon leaves Pythias to the stake, 

Pylades and Orestes break, 
And Alexander cuts Hephsestion ; 
Bat when our man of law must sue his friends, 
Tenfold politeness made amends. 

So when he met our Auctioneer, 

Into his outstietch'd hand he thrust his 

Writ, and said with friendly leer, - 

'' My dear, dear Stubbs, pray do me ju9tice ; 
In this affair I hope you see 
No censure can attach to me — 
Don't entertain a wrong impression ; 

I*m doing now what must be done 

In my profession." 

^*' And so am I,** Stubbs answerM with a frown. 

So crying " Going— going — gone !" 
He knocked him down !— 




TLACI BOOK 



Love isadirdof summer skies; 

From cold and taaa winlei he sood departs : 
He bask) in the beam of good-bumoai'd eyes, 

Aad delights in the warmth of open hearts: 
But where he her once found chill and rain. 
He seldom returns to that bower sgsia, 
Harriet's blow was passing fair, 

AndtLove, in the shape of a mortal sprite, 
Came to bask in the sunshine there. 

And plume his sofl wings for delight ; 
But a wintry cloud would oft come o'er, 
And then, for a time. 
Without reason or rhyme. 
The sun would shine no more ; 
But chills and clouds the sky deform. 
Cold and dark as December's storm- 
It chanced in one of these winter showers. 
As a cloud pa.iB'd by 
No one knew why, 
And frighten'd poor Love from his garden ( 

He wander'd in sadness, away, away, 

Till he came to a bower chat stood hatd by ; 
Here all waa a sunny summer's day. 
And never a cloud came over that eye; 
But, morning and right. 
It beam'd ever bright, 
With spirit, and joy, and courtesy. 
He laid himself down— the hours flew o'er, 
Jie thought of the spot he had lell no more, 
J^or all was here 
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Some friend of poor Harriet, passing that way, 
Saw Love in the garden, and told the maid, 

That, not long ago, she had seen him lay 
Reclined in the bower of Adelaide. 

^' No matter,** said she, '^ let him wander awhile, 

I can, when I please, bring him back by a smile."* 

But ladies who trust so much to their power. 
To recover the hearts their caprice has lost. 

Will prove, in many a bitter hour. 

The danger of playing with Love, to their cost. 

Many a day and week pass*d by, 1 
And Harriet, though she would not tell 
That she loved the wanderer much and well. 

Drew many a secret sigh ; 

And she managed to get it convey*d to the swain 
By some kind friend, in a roundabout way, 

That, if he thought proper to seek her again. 
The weather in future might be more gay. 

Love declined with a smile — " I thank you, my 
dear, 

I am perfectly happy and free from care ; 
1 never saw other than summer here. 

And why run the risk of a winter there ?^ 



i»» 



THE FARMER AND THE COUNSELLOR. 

A Counsel in the Common Pleas, 
Who was esteem'd a mighty wlt^ 
Upon the strength of a cYiancft\v\\. 

Amid a thousand flippailcieA) 

And bis occasioual bad jokea 
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In bullying, bonlering, browbesling, 

RidicuUng and midtnadiig 
AVomen oi other timid folks. 
In a lale cause resolved to houc 
A clownisti Yoiiuhire fumet — one 



So having Upp'd the wink to those 

In the back rowa, 
Who kept their laughter battled down 

Until our wag ihould draw the cork, 
He emiled jocoaelj' on the clown, 

And went to work. 

" Well, Farmer NumscuH, how go calves at York ?' 
*' Why — not, sir, as they do wi' you. 
But on four I^s instead of two." 
" Officer !■■ cried the legal elf, 
Piqued at the laugh against himself, 
" Do pray keep silence down below there. 
Now look. at me, clown, and attend. 
Have I not seen you somewhere, liiendF" — 
" Vees— very like— I often go there." 



On drcuit was at York redding.' — 
Now, Farmer, do for once speak true, 
Blind, you're on oath, so lell me, you 
Who doubtless think yourself so derer. 
Are thas aa many fools as ever 
In (Jie WealRidingV" 
" Why no, sir, no ; we'v: got. Out ftvHe, 
fit not «o man; •» when jfou ■Beie xiiete." 
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THE FIDDLER. 



A FiDDLER^s temper, some maintain, 

(And I, indeed, have little doubt of it,) 
Is never more in tune than when 

His fiddlers most completely out of it ; 
How often, smiling with delight. 
We see a one-eyed limping wight. 

With fiddle underneath his chin. 
Scraping away some murderM air. 
Well pleased to mark the gaping stare, 

The glancing eye, the approving grin, 
Of half a dozen ragged idlers- 
Destined, themselves, to shine as fiddlers. 

A music-mangier, such as he 

I've been describing, used to sit 
On London bridge, and all agf^ 

He was a beggar and a wit. 
A three-string'd fiddle was his lyre, 

That seem'd to have weatherM many Inruises ; 
And all allowM the bard's atdie 

Was just the costume of the Muses. 
Summer or winter, wet or dry. 

Mom, noon, or night, you'd find him still. 
His brimless hat, and single eye. 
And crowds of urchins standing by. 

Admirers of the minstrel's skilL 
Of tunes he had a great variety, — 

Merry, or sad, or quick or slow ; 
And one might say, with great propriety. 

That when the fiddler drew his bow 

He drew — a crowd around \v\xn. V.iM. 

But Fortuney in an ugly "hutaaui, 
(If we can trust the coTOmon tutuonxt^ 



Always with mortal pleasures meddling, 
Wish'd that Ihe muaicof this Orpheus 
Should sleep for ever — sound as Morpheus, 

And therefore snore she'd spoil his fiddling. 
So one unlucky afternoon, 
A while before the sun went down. 
Just when the music-loving wag 
Had tied his fiddle in a bag, 
And mounted on the wall to see 
Wliat then was deem'd a novelty — 

A hoat-race in the Thames bdow. 
Dame Fortune, to fulfil her grudge, 
Gave suddenly his arm a dudge, — 

And down the bag and fiddle go — 
Down wllh a splash into the river. 
Lost to their former lord for ever ! 
'Tis said the votary of Apollo, 
Hulf-mad, was juic about to follow. 

Had not a lamp-post caught his coat ; 

Like one awakening from a dream, 
And called in God's name for a boat. 

A stranger pasa'd, who heard his wailing. 
And aik'd the cause ? The minstrel show'd 

The fiddle in the green bag sailing 
Fast dowfl the river, deep and broad. 

" Friend," said the stranger, with a faee 

As long aa he could easily make it, 
" I feel sincerely for your cue" — 

" O !" cried the fiddler, " devil take it," 
(He would not, even iho' undone. 
Let slip what seem'd a first-rate pun,) 
"Pray, «r, excuie my want oC grace. 
To stop yoiir speech juM in the nu^kiSLC, 
■Bat, air, I care not for my caae, 
Provided I get back my fiddle." 
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LONDON LYRICS. — ST. JAMES'S PARK. 

'TwAS June, and many a gossip wench, 

Child-frighted, trod the central Mall ; 
I gain'd a white unpeopled bench. 

And gazed upon the long canal. - 
Beside me soon, in motley talk, 

Boys, nursemaids sat^ a varying race ; 
At length two females crossM the walk. 

And occupied the vacant space. 

In years they seem*d some forty-four. 

Of dwarfish stature, vulgar mien ; 
A bonnet of black silk each wore. 

And each a gown of bombazeen : 
And, while in loud and careless tones 

They dwelt upon their own concerns. 
Ere long I leamM that Mrs. Jones 

Was one, and one was Mrs. Bums. 

They talked of little Jane and John, 

And hoped they'd come before 'twas dark, 
Then wonder'd why with pattens on. 

One might not walk across the Park : 
They callM it far to (jamden-town. 

Yet hoped to reach it by and by ; 
And thought it strange, since flour was down. 

That bread should still continue high. 

They said last Monday's heavy gales 

Had done a monstrous deal of ill ; 
Then tried to count the iron rails 

That wound up Constitution-hill ; 
This 'larum sedulous to shun^ 

I doDB*d my gloves^ to mai^ VH«^^ 
When as I gazed upon the oive, c^,-i^ 

** Good Heavens I" 1 cried, ••^ '<Yi^«tiCl ^^^ 



'»'k 
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'Thu Nuicj, whom I led along 

The vhitcD'd and elastic floor. 
Amid mirth'i menj dapdng thning, 

Juit two (uid twenty jean before. 
Though udlf altcr'd, yet I knew ber, 

WGile ehc, 'twas obvioui, knew me not; 
But mildly said, " Good erenlng. Sir," 

And with her comiade left the ipot. 

" Is this," I cried in grief profound, 

" Tbe fair with whom, edipsicg all, 
I ttaveraed Ranelagh's bright round, 

Ot trod the mazea of Vauxball p 
And is this all that Time can do F 

Hag Nature nothing else -in aton ? 
I> thia of lovely iwenty-two, 

AU that remains at fbrty-faur ? 

" Could / to nich a tielpmate cling F 

Were such a wedded dowdy mine. 
On yonder tamp-post would 1 swing, 

Oi plunge in yonder Serpentine I" 
I Ull the park with eyes auance. 

Bat, «e I enta'd Cleveland-row, 
Rude Reason ifaua threw in bet lance, 

And dealt lelf-love a mortal blow : 

" Time, at whose touch all mortals bow, 

From either sex his prey secures, 
His Bcylhe, while wouodiag Nancy's brow. 

Can scarce have smoothly swept o'er youn: 
By her you plainly were not known ; 

Then, while you mourn the aller'd hue 
Of Nancy's face, suspect your own 
May be a hllie alcer'd too." 
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THE BBEWEA AMD KEGRO* 

A Bbeweb in a country town 

Had got a mcmstrous reputation ; 
No other beer but his went down — 

The hosts of the surrounding station 
Carving his name upon their mugs, 

And painting it on every shutter ; 

And tho* some envious folks would utter 
Hints that its flavour came from drugs, 
Others maintained *twas no such matter. 

But owing to his monstrous vat, 

At least as corpulent as that 
At Heidelberg — and some said fatter. 

His foreman was a lusty black, 

An honest fellow ; 
But one who had an ugly knack 
Of tasting samples as he brewM, 

TiU he was stupified and mellow. 
One day in this top-heavy mood. 

Having to cross the vat aforesaid, 
(Just then with boiling beer supplied,) 

O'ercome with giddiness and qualms, he 
ReePd — fell in — and nothing more said, 
But in his favourite liquor died, 

Like Clarence in his butt of Malmsey. 

In all directions round about 
The negro absentee was sought. 
But as no human noddle thoxx^X. 
That our fat Black wa^ no^ "BTOwa.^'ws^x-* 
They settled that the tve^o>MAVSx 
The place for debt, ox cnrcvei ox OwsSt* 



Meanwhile the beer vu da; b; day 
J>nwn inlo caaks and aaul ftway. 

Until the lea Sow'd thick and thicker, 
AVhoi, lo I ontgtretch'd upon ihe ground, 
Once mote their mining tnend tb^ found 

A» the; had oftoi done — in liqu<n. 



Hii fate should other tipplers slrite. 

Poor Mungo I there he wdleit, like 

A tout at bottom of a tankatd ! 

Neit mom, a publican, whoae tap 

Had help'd to dram the vat so dry. 
Not having heard of the mishap, 

Came to demand a fresh supply. 
Protestmg loudly that the last 
All previous specimena surpassed. 
Possessing a much richer guilo 
Than formerly it ever used to. 
And b^^ing, as a special fsvout. 
Some more of the exact same flavour. 

Zounds! cried the Brewer, that's a task 
More difficult to eiant than ask. 
Slost gladly would I give the smack 

Of the last beer to the ensuing, 
But where am I to lind a Black, 

And boil him down at every brewing ? 
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THE DINNER. 

Thus to his mate Sir Richard spoke — 
^^ The House is up ; from London smoke 

All fly, the Park grows thinner ; 
The friends, who fed us, well condemn 
Our backward board ; we must feed them ; 

My dear, let*s give a dinner.** 

'" Agreed," his lady cries, '• and first 
Put down Sir George and Lady Hurst.*' 

" Done ! now / name — the Gatties !" 
" j\Iy dear, they're rather stupid." — '* Stuff! 
We dine with them, and that's enough : 

Besides 1 like their paties." 



*' Who next ?" " Sir James and I^ady Dunn." 
Oh no."—" Why not ?"— " They'U bring their 



4( 



son, 



That regular tormentor ; 
A couple, with one child, are sure 
To bring three fools outside their door, 

Whene'er abroad they venture.' 



»♦ 



" Who next ?"— " John Yates."—" What! 31. P. 

Yates; 
Who o'er tfie bottle stale debates 

Drags forth ten times a minute ?" 
" He's like the rest: whoever ^ifo. 
Out of St. Stephen's school tell tales 

He'd quake to utter in it." 

" Well, have him if you V\\V^— ^'- T^^ ^x^^va^- 
'* My dear, remember, at yovxt «mxi>u ^ 
/ viewed them with abhotteftc^^'' o 



" M'hy 90 ?•'_" ^Vhy, since they've come from 

(WTlich they call Lerl) they bore our isle 
With Bruweb, Tours, and Florence." 

" Where could you meet (hem ?" — "AttheNore." 
" Who neit?"— " The Lanes." We want two 

Iiieu tenant General Diuy." 
" He's deaf." " But then he'll bring Tom While." 
" True '. uk them both : the boy's a bite ( 

We'll pUce him next to Liny." 

•Tia seven— Ihc Hursts, the Dunns, Jack Yatei, 
The Otants assemble : the dinner waits : 

In march the I^anea, the Oatties- 
Objections, UHnt% rebukes are fled. 
Hate, scorn, and ridicule lie dead 

Yates carves the tuibot. Lane the Iamb, 
Sir George the fowls. Sir Jamcfi the ham, 

Dunn with the beef ia busy. 
His helpmate pats her dailing boy, 
And, to complete a molhet's joy, 

Tom White sits next to Lizzy. 

All trot their hobbies round the room ; 
They '"lit of routs, retrenchments, Hume, 

The bud who won't lie bilow. 
The Turks, the statue in the Park, 
Which both Ifae Grama, at once, remark 

Jump'd down from Mount Candlo. 

The}' talk of dances, operas, drew, 
Tftej- aod, they uraile, they acujilescE ; 
^oae pout: all seem dt^lited-. 
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Heavens ! can this be the self-same set, 
So courteously received, when met ; 
So taunted, when invited ? 

So have I seen, at Drury-Lane, 

A play rehearsed : the Thespian train 

In arms ; the bard astounded ; 
Scenes cut ; parts shifted ; songs displaced ; 
Jokes mangled ; characters effaced ; 

" Confusion worse confounded.'* 

But, on the night, with seeming hearts, 
The warring tribe their several parts 

Enact with due decorum. 
Such is the gulf that intervenes 
*Twixt those who get behind the scenes, 

And those who sit before 'em ! 



THE COLLEGIAN AND THE PORTER. 

At Trin. CoU. Cam. — which means, in proper 
spelling. 

Trinity CoUege, Cambridge, — there resided 
One Hany Dashingtou — a youth excelling 

In all the learning commonly provided ^ 

For those who choose that classic station 
For finishing their education : — 
That is — ^he understood computing 

The odds at any race or match ; 
Was a dead hand at pigeon-shooting ; 

Could kick up rows — knock down the watch — 
Flay truant and the rake at random — 

Drink— tie cravats— 4U[id dme «k \»xi^<sa\* 

Remonstrance, fine, and rustication^ 
So far ^m working reformation. 



Seem'd bul to make his lapaeg greater, 
Till he was wsin'd that next oSOnce 
M'ouM have thia certun consequence — 

K.\ pulsion f^om his Alma Matei. 



One ne(d not 

To guesB that, with bo wild a vigltt. 
The next oflence oecuir'd next night ; 
When our iDtniiable came iDlling 
Hoine at the midnight chhnes were lolling. 

And rang the College belL— No ansvei — 

The Eefond peal was vain — the third 
Made the street echo its alarum ; 

When to hie great delight he heard 

The sordid Janitor, old Ben, 

Rousing and growling in his den. 

" Who'E there? — I s'poae young Hanim-siaui 

" 'Tis I, my worthy Ben — 'tia Hftnj." 

" Ay, to I thought— and tfaere you'U tony. 

'Tis pa«t the hoiu — the gstea are closed — 
Vou know my oidert — I shall low 
Aly place if 1 undo the door." — 

" And I"— (joong Hopefiil interposed) 
•' Shall be expeil'd if you refuFe, 

So pry thee" — Ben b^an lo snore. — 

" I'm wet," cried Hany, " to the sLin, 
Nip '. hallo ! Ben — don't be a ninny ; 
Beneath the gale I've thrust a guinea. 

So tumble out and let me in." 

" Humph !" giowl'd the greedy old cunnudgi 
J/alf orerjoy'd and halt in duiman, 
" SVow j-ou may pan ; hut miie no to». 
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On tiptoe walk, and hold your prate." — 
^^ Look on the stones, old Cerberus,'* 

Cried Harry as he passed the gate, 
" I've dropp'd a shilling — take the light. 
You'll find it just outside — good night. 

Behold the porter in his shirt. 
Cursing the rain which never stopp'd. 

Groping and raking in the dirt. 

And all without success; but that 

Is hardly to be wonder'd at. 

Because no shilling had been dropp'd ; 

So he gave o'er the search at last, 

Regain'd the door, and found it fast ! — 

With sundry oaths and growls and groans. 
He rang once — twice — and thrice ; and then. 

Mingled with giggling heard the tones 
Of Harry mimicking old Ben. — 

** Who's there ? — ^"Tis really a disgrace 
To ring so loud — I've lock'd the gate — 
I know my duty — 'Tis too late — 

You wouldn't have me lose my place." 

^* Psha ! Mr. Dashington : remember. 
This is the middle of November. 

I'm stripp'd ; — ^'tis raining cats and dogs." 
" Hush, hush !" quoth Hal ; « I'm fost asleep ;*^ 
And then he snored as loud and deep 

As a whole company of hogs. 
*' But, harkye, Ben, I'll grant admittance 

At die same rate tpald nv^^s^&r 
" Nay, master, leave me Yi82i$ \5aa ^\.\«CkRfc^^ 

■Replied the avaricious e\S. 
" No : all, or none— u €\xW %ccvJ^\X«oRfc\ — 
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The tcnna, I know, are somewhat h^ ; 
But ;ou haie fix'd the price, not 1 — 

I won't take less: — I can't affbid it." 
So finding all his haggling vain, 
Ben with an oath and gjcoan of pain 

Drew out the guinea, and realraed it. 

" Suiel; yoa'Ugiyeme," growl'd lb' outwitted 

Porter when again admittM, 

'" Something, now you've done your joking. 

For all (hU trouble, time, and soaking.*' 

" Oh, surely — surely," Hany s^d ; 
" Since, as you ui^, I broke your rest, 
And you're half drown'd, and quite undresa'd, 

I'll give you leave to go to bM." 



THE LAWYES ASD THE CBIUHET- 

A ttoouiSH old Lawyer waa planning new sin,. 
As he lay on his b^ in a fit of the gout, 
The msilB and the day-light were just coming in, 
The milkmaids and luahlighta were just going out : 

When a chimneysweep's boy, who had made a 

mistake, 
Came flop down (he flue with a cluttraing rush. 
And bavd'd, as he gave his biscli muzde ■ shake, 
"My master's a coming to give you a brush." 



■Bit: be gives me a brush, I will \iraab iSt tscjviS. \ 
lei waSfm the Devil, IheDOTa tatotoaV 
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So he limpM to the door without saying his prayers ; 
But Old Nick was too deep to be nick*d of his prey, 
For the knave broke his neck by a tumble down 

stairs, 
And thus ran to the Devil by running away. 



THE DREAMING TAILOR. 

At Hippocrene^s fount I would fain take a sip 

Of wit from the dear-flowing stream. 
To sing of a luckless descendant from Snip, 
Who fell ill, and was mournful as ben with the pip, 

Because of an ominous dream. 

He dreamM that the angel, who pilfering watches. 

Exposed a large cloth to his view. 
And, as he showM this collection of patches, 
Composed of the pieces he*d cribb'd by small 
snatches. 

That he beat him black, yellow, and blue. 

Poor Snip, though asleep, with Stentorian might, 

'Gan to bellow and hideously roar ; 
And awoke from his dream in a terrible fright. 
Devoutly determined, from that very night, 
He*d be honest and ne^er cabbage more. 

But attached to his trade, like a thorough.paced 
varlet, 
He soon found a reason to cheat — 
For an officer ordering a new suAl oi t^c«c\&V 
" Ir the patch. work I saw, there -waa tlot«.^'' c;^«^ 
the varlet, 
*'So rn crib some to make U complete. 



>% 
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GOLD. 

By the late Rev, Mr, Moore. 

Almighty Gold ! whose magic charms dispense 

Worth to the worthless, to the graceless grace ; 
To cowards valour, and to blockheads sense — 

And to the wither'd maid a Hebe^s face ; 
Poor Love exiled, thou sit*st on Hymen's throne, 

Thou ruPst the court, the senate, and the bar ; 
And though the church thy Deity disown. 

Some miisper thou hast priest and altar there. 
All human charities, all laws divine. 
Deluded mortals offer at thy shrine : 

O thou, supreme, like fate, to kill or save ! 
To thy vast empire what is wanting more ? 
'• Nought," sighs Avaro, " had it but the pow'r 

To silence conscience, and to bribe the grave." 



JOE MILLER PETEB..F1KDARIZED. 

. A London Jockey, well knoMm for a fool. 
Whose saddle might be aptly styled a mule. 
Since when he rode, it ever came to pass. 
That 'twas a something 'twixt a horse and ass ; 
Once left the town ; 
And, as most travellers will, 

When often down. 
And often up a hill : 
At length a steep of fearful height 
Struck our horseman's wond'ring sight ; 
But what did most alarm him now, 
Was, that at bottom seem'd a sioug^i. 
Doubtful he stood 
In thoughtful mood. 
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When hard by, in a brake 
A down he spied ; and thus bespake : 
*•*' Is bottom hard of yonder place ?" 
" Hard, mon ? the clown replied ; " ay, that it 

be.'' 
With nimble pace he then descended. 
And up to boots in mud his journey ended. 
Swearing at clowns, he storm'd and raged his fill, 
And wishM with all his heart the devil had got 
'em; 
When out he bawl'd to him upon the hill — 

" Did you not, rascal, say, 'twas hard at bottom ?" 
The clown rejoin'd with broadest grin, 
M^ch he omceived no mortal sin, 
" And so it be, I'll tak^ ye ony bet. 
But you're not half-way to the bottom yet !" 



A RECEIPT FOR A MODERN ROMAKCE. 

In the dreary recess oi a thick.planted wood, 
Imagine a caatle for i^es has stood ; 
Suppose, too, a pale, bleeding spectre in white, 
Staging round its rude walls, in the dead of the 

night; 
Make some hero (in courage a match for the devil) 
March forth, in determined pursuit of the evil 
That keeps the whole place in perpetual affright. 
From the dose of the day till the dawning of light. 
Make some heroine a close- winding passage explore, 
Which (most wondrous!) has never been found 

out bef(»re ; 
While the hail beats in torrents^ \b& VvcA^V^cf^V 

around^ 
And a deep sullen muimuc 'bxes^ iosSiEv ^Qca- "^^ 
ground. 
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Let ha lamp be exlingaiab'd — let one feeble n 
Of die moon through a chink in the wall find ita <ri 
As it just for an iuetanC escapes (ioin a cloud. 
Then let darhnesa, deep darkneis, ita visage i 

' in this ^ ..:.., 

■n in thia half.iuln'd pile, 
^ nere muTuer moat loul waa comiTutted of old ; 
In due form and ordei the tale 10 unfold. 
Let a vDim-eaten trunk the apartment adorn, 
(Ckintaining aome manuacripta mouUU and torn j) 
An old table and chair thickl]' covrr'd with dua^ 
A deep-batter'd helmet, a cuiTass all ruat'; 
Let a dancer, with three diopa of blood on the blade. 
At a few iD(iieB diatanee be akilfully laid* 
On her turning a key let the spectre appear, 
While the heroine displays not a aymptom of fear ; 
At thia solemn time let her lover attain, 

;hadaouah1 _ , 

, . . , , h the maid. 

By the lord of the caatle pursued and betiay'd. 
Let the U^mpet be sounded, the drum beat to arms, 
And the place be aaaail'd. In (he midst of alarms 
Let the baron be alain, yet eanTeaa, ere he fall. 
The dire fact brought to light to-the wander of all 
Let the clock at this critieu moment strike one, ' 
Set the pile in a blaze, and the business is done. 



Bob had a wife, but so perverae, 
He almoat wish'd her in her heane; 
To mend her temper waa in vain ; 
Her spirit irork'd against the {ciuD< — 
■A Hsbing once she went iii Auiogeoii, 
Aaii tried the rJTei for a gudgeon; 
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When reaching far to hook a bite. 

Plump in she fell, went down outright, 

Which Robin saw, but, in his fright. 

Could scarcely hobble to the river. 

His Kate from drowning to deliver ; 

Yet called aloud for some assistance. 

When Will and Tom from no small distance 

Flew to the bank, and found their master 

Quite frantic at the sad disaster — 

The current was in rapid force. 

And with it all thines went of course ; 

They therefore put meir boat-hooks down. 

As Uie stream ran, to hitch her gown ; 

But Itywer they began their seardi. 

Than where sheM fiedlen off the perch. 

^' What fools you are !** exclaimed old Robin, 

'^ Thus with the tide your hooks to bob in ; 

Go higlier up^* said patient Bob ; 

" The other were a fruitless job : 

Try, try above the place, where fate 

Thus robb*d me of my dearest Kate ; 

Some chance there is in such a scheme^ 

She ever tvent against the stream*** 

The servants foUow'd in a trice 

Their master^s orders and advice, 

And found he was a knowing guide — 

They hook'd her bt^ettng the tide. 



VILLIAM VICKS: OR, DO AS OTHER PITOPLE 

DO ! 

Vox Villiam Vicks, as I*ve heard teU, 
A wintner vas at ClerkenveU. *. 
Hh vife she vas a vvxen VAe^ 
And oft poor ViH alie vo\x\8k.xeV^\ 
FoTy ever vanting BonxeOE^xw^xie^n 
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" There's neighboui Vila's, they keep a tha. 
And vheD they VMita to ilaih svny. 
And <rie vith all the beaux and belles, 
Avay they vhip to Homsey Veils ; 
Then, since >e all rant samething nev. 
Dear Villiam Vicks, I vlth as you 
Vou'd do at other ptapit do!" 

" Vat now," says Vill, " Tat vant you neit 

« Vy Vill, I wow it makes me weit 

To think ve liies in dirt and filth I 

A couatryAouae vould save my, health ; 

And hen's a spot vith cbarming woo t 

Desi Villiam Viuks, I uliA as you 

Vou*d do at other peopU da /" 

The house was bought — and Sladam now 

Must have a coach and servants too ; 

A pair of geldings smooth and sleek, 

And touts and parties thrice a Teek ; 

And ven poor Vill impatient grew, 

" Dear Vill," siys she, '■ you know that yo 

Must do Di other ptaple do!" 

But now Vill's cash run wery brief, 

So Vm tum'd o'er another leaf; 

The niaids dismiss'd — the house was sold — 

And coach and horses, too, we're told : — 

" Lord, Vick," she scream'd, " vat shall ve d 

" in troth," says Vicks, "you know (hat yi 

Must do 01 olA^r people do .'" 



) 



OF HITMO&OTTS POETKY. 

And now retrieving his affairs, 
Most Christianlike his loss iie bears ; 
And vhen you ask him *^ How d^ye do ! 
Vill cries, '•*' Indeed, to tell you true, 
/ do as other people do /" 



»» 



MR. GRAHAM TO MISS DAWSOK IN THE 

CLOUDS. 

'* Mr. Graham now handed Miss Dawson to the ear, 
and in a few minutes the aeronaut and his accomplished 
and beautiful fellow-Toyager were lost to thegaxe of the 
admiring multitude." — Kendall Paper, 

" Here we go up, up, up, — 
And now we go down, down, down ;— 
^ow we go backward and forward, 
And heigh ! for London town !** 

Dean Swift, 

Who says the moon is made of cheese ? 

The sky a sheet of paper ? 
The little stars so many peas — 

The sun a mere gas taper ? 
That all the clouds are chimiiey-smoke. 

The sun^s attraction draws on ? 
*Tis clear as noon, that^s all a joke 

To you and me, Miss Dawson. 

The secrets of the sky are ours— 

The heaven is opening o'er us— 
The region of the thunder-showers 

Is spreading wide before us. 
How pleasant from this fleecy dc»aA^ 

To look on ancient places^ 
And peer upon the pigmy cconv^ 
Of upturned gaping {ace& \ 



H TKE 

Oh what ■ place vere this tat lore ! 

Nay, nerer Bt»rl, I pniy ; 
Suppose our hearts could jointlj more, 

Aod in a lawful way. 
Like Ixion, I ahould scorn the crowds 

Of earthly beauties, to kuow, 
Aod love a lady ia the clouds- — 

And jou should be my Juno. 

Speed higher yet — throw out more sand— 

We're not the last who'll rise, 
By scattering with lavish hand. 

Dust in our neighbour's eyes- 
Away ! away ! the clouds divide — 

Hllh ! what a freezing's here !— 
And now we thread the mist-hill's aide. 

And now the heavens appear. 



" How blest !" (so Tommy Moore might sing) 

" Did worldly love not blind us, 
"Could we to yon bright cloud but wing, 

■' And leave this earth behind us i 
"There fed on sunshine — safe from wo; — 

" We'd live and love together !" 
Ah ! you and I, Miss Dawson, know. 

Here's devilish cool weather. 



Suppose aome future act made.void 

Atid lawless Oretna marriaBes, 
The snuff-man joiner's trade deanoy't 

And nullified posumriages : 
What think you if a Oretna here. 
With jiatt-baUooni, were nveuV 
Sudi marriagea (we all couW sweas"! 
AtlcMt, were made In K<&Na>. 
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How small. Miss Dawson, from the sky. 

Appears that man below— 
The triton of the nabbing fry, 

The saddler-king of Bow ! 
A fig for Dogberry, say we ! 

For leathern bench and ^^ watchus !'* 
A fig for law ! I*d like to see 

What Bishop here could catch us ! 

Suppose we smash the stars for fun ? 

Have with the larks a lark 9 
Or hang a cloak upon the sun, 

And leave the world all dark ? 
Or upward still pursue out flight, 

Loftve that dull world at rest. 
And into Eden peep — and fright 

The banquet of the blest ? 

Whiz ! whiz ! the fatal word is spoke — 

The sprites are round our car — 
Our gas is spent — our pinion broke. 

And, like a shooting star, 
Down, down we glide — the clouds divide — 

The clouds close o*er our head — 
Now, safe and sound, we touch the ground. 

And now- we go to bed. 



OCTOBER FASHIONS, IK RHYME. 

Now comes in the staid October, 
When our summer fashion^s sober : — 
Here we rhymingly profesA 
To describe each mo^^:^ ^Te«.%^ 
Worn by English faax, ox Ytcki^ \ 
M^'e protest we won't enttcnOcw 
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Gone— with things " which once havi 

Gowns — for morning — dinner — \m 
We shaU here describe them alL 
First, the morning — 'tisn't puzzling 
To find out a rhyme for muslin — 
That of which such gowns are wrougl 
Is the stuff called jaconot. 
And a spencer or a shawl 
O'er it must be worn by all. 
Then the sleeve must be so big— -Oh, 

What's the term ? 1 think engigo 

Open gowns some ladies use" 
But -the corsage is en blouse, 
A grot de Naples dinner gown 
Is the mode just now in town : — 
Some folks are already seen 
Wearing gowns of levantine, 
Trimm'd— and here a rhjrme comes pfi 
With letter V's in folds of satin. 
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Purple, lavender, aad rose, 
DecK'd with every flower that grows ; 
Satm chapeau, Spanish hat, • 
Trimm'd with feathers, and — all that : 
White silk bonnets, and cripe Hsse — 
Are the things which chiefly please. 

Turbans must be made of scarlet^ 

• For lady Jane or lady Charlotte — 

And Mrs. Bell must o^er the face 

Put a head-piece edged with lace. 

AU throughout our English nation, 
*Ti8 the most prevailing fashion. 
For " the fairest of the fair" 
Pale blue gauze dress bats to wear ; 
Blue satin leaves surround the crown, 
And ostrich feathers droop adown. 

Little change that we remember 
Has been made since last September, 
In the mantua-making labours 
Of our modish Gallic neighbpji^rs — 
Andrinople^ or Barege^ 
For walking gowns is quite die rage ; 
Whether zig-zag, stripM, or plaid^. 
Every gown like this is braided 
(So, at least^ Triaud pronounces) 
With three nicely meeting flounces. 
Nobody of fashion uses 
Gowns in any fohn but bkmtes. 
Trimmings now are only seen . 
With entre-deux of work between. 
Cachemires, borders en rosaces^ 
Sometimes (thoueVi \>\it tax^'fS "^^^'''^ 
By us in our ws&s — 1 \)cv\s^^ 
Black lace peleiine, d V Inca.^ 



By a hat of crape or gauze, 

And a satin bonnet, too, 

Trimm'd with blond en dents de lov 

Head-dresses of hair, however. 
Chiefly are the mode — for never 
Do you see a toque or turban. 
But upon some head suburban. 

For the colours most in fashion 
In this fashionable nation. 
We have only seen as yet 
Citron-colour, violet, 
Green, and various shades of red, 
Or azure :— now our " say is said ! 



CLUBS* 

Tun B— Bow, wow, wow. 
Ir any man loves comfort, and has UtUe 

U bA 
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The inns are out! hotels for single men scarce 

keep alive on it, 
While none but houses that are in the^m% way 

thrive on it ! 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 

There^s first, the Athenaeum dub, so wise, there^s 

not a man of it 
That has not sense enough for six (in fact, that is 

the plan of it) : 
The very waiters answer you with eloquence So- 

cratical. 
And always place the knives and forks in order 

mathematicaL 

Bow, wow, wow, &,c. 

Then opposite the mental dub you*ll find the regi- 
mental one, 

A meeting made of men of war, and yet a very 
gentle one ; 

If uniform good living please your palate, here's 
excess of it. 

Especially at private dinners, when they make a 
mess of it! 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 

£*en Isu has a house in town ; and Cam abandons 

?i€r dty ! 
The Master now hangs out at the United Uni- 

versity; 
In Common Room she gave a route! (a novel 

freak to hit upon) 
Where Masters gave tVie W\iXxe»w» ^ ^**^ '^^ 

chairs to sit upon \ _^-, wjc 



iv- mucpftt dx, the joint concern^ tor eightec 

pence is given you — 
[alf-pints of port are sent in ketchup bottles to e 

liven you ! 

Bow, wow, wow, & 

'he travellers are in PaU-Mail, and smoke dga 

so cozeyly — 
ind dream Uiey climb the bigfaedt Alps, or ro\ 

the plains of Moselai ; 
lie world for them has nothing new, they ha^ 

explored all parts of it, 
nd now they are club-footed I. and they sit an 

look at charts of it 

Bow, wow, wow, &i 

he Orientals homeward bound, now seek the 

clubs much sallower. 
nd while they eat green fat, they find their ow 



OP HUMO&OFB POETRY* 101 

Clubs whese the wmhUtg ways o£ tkarper folkft 

pervert the use of dubs, 
Wlieie knaves will make subscribers cry, *' Egad, 

this is the deuce of clubs !*' 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 

For country *squires the only club in London now 

is Boodle*s, sirs ; 
The Crockford elub for playful men, the Alfred 

club for noodles, sirs : 
These are U)e- stages which all men propose to play 

their parts upon, 
For clubs are what the Londoners have deaily set 

their hearts upon. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 



A FBIEND IN NEED. 

. Avant'Propos, 

I INTEND to write some Tales of the Time, 

All in rhyme — 
If, reader, you, will take this sample. 

As an example 
Of the manner in which I intend to trample 

On all poetical laws, 
'Tis very clear we sha'nt fall out for straws.— ^^ 
My rh3rmes shall not be mouthy. 

Like Sou they— 
Nor hot and smooth as a laundresses iron, 

Like Byron — 
Not very highly wrought. 

Like Scott — 
Nor " pretty fair," 
Like Clare— 



Nor wanting staminar. 

Like him of the Examiner- 
Nor swathed in prosodiacal tran 

Like Campbell^s-^ 
Nor iWiing all the Elizabethian 

Like Proctor**— 
Nor interspersed with moralizii 
mery, 

Like Montgomery— 
Nor dying for a causCy their 
smarten, 

Like Barton — 
But pithy— -cut -and dried— bri 

and clever, — 
Like — ^YouRS ever. 



THE MARCH OF INTELLECT. A V£ 
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We'U all of us shortly be dooin'd 

To part with our plain understanding ; 
For Intellect now has assumed 

An attitude truly commanding ! 
All ranks are so dreadfully wise, 

Common sense is set quite at defiance ; 
And the child for its porridge that cries, 

Must cry in the language of Science^ 

Sing, tol de rol lol, &c. &c. 

The Weaver it surely becomes 

To talk of his web^s involution, 
For doubtless the hero of thrums 

Is a member of some institution; 
He speaks of supply and demand. 

With the airs of a great legislator, 
And almost can tell you off hand. 

That the smaller is less than the greater ! 

Sing, tol de rol lol, &c. &c. 

The Tailor^ in cutting his cloth, 

Will speak of the true conic section ; 
And no tailor is now such a Goth 

But he talks of his trade's genuflection ! 
If you laugh at his bandy-le^*d dan. 

He calls it unhandsome detraction. 
And cocks up his d)in like a man. 

Though we know that he*s only a fraction ! 

Sing, tol de rol lol, &c. &c. 

The Blacksmith *midst cinders and smoke, 

Wliose visage is one of the dimmest, 
His furnace profoundly will poke, 

With the air of a practical chemist : 
Poor Vulcan has recently got 

A lingo that's almost historic^ 
And can tell you thal\TOTv\&\vQX^ 

Because it is filTd mtSa. <i?i\anR.\ «,« wc^ 
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The Staton, in book-letmicd tone, 

DeMtibes, in the very bett gnminar. 
The resisUnce that dwiJIi in ihe gtone. 

And the power th« leaidet in the hammer; 
¥oi the ton of the trowel and hod 
. Looks Mt big u the Frog in the &ble. 
While be talks in ■ jaigon m odd 

As his brethren the buildera of Babel I 

Sing, lol de rol lol, &c. &c 
The Cobbler who sits aX your gate 

Now pensitely points his hc^'n bristle, 
Though the very same cobbler of late 

O'ec his work used to sing and to whistle ; 
But cobbling'i a paltry pursuit 

For a man of polite education — 
His works may be trod under foot, 

Yet he's one of the Lords of Creation ! 

fiing, tol de lol lol, &c Slc. 
Oh \ leaming^s a very fitie thiog! 

Perhaps might as well be without it I 
And without it my days I will pasa. 

For to me It was ne'er worth a dollar. 
And I don't wiah to look like an Asa 

Bj nyiog to talk like a Scholar ! 

Sing, tol de rol lol, &c. &c. 
Let uhoolmasten bother their hrwns 

la their dry and their musty vocadon ; 
But what can the rest of ua gain 

By meddling with such botheration ? 
We cannot be very far wrong. 

It we live like our fathers before an. 
Whose Leammg went round in the «in(5. 
And whose cores were dispell'din lia Chonw, 
Singing, tol de io\Vi, («,. fcs- 
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FAREWELL LINES BT A LATE VISITOR TO 

NORMANDY. 

Farewell to the land of bows and grimaces. 
Farewell to the land of high caps and large faces ; 
Farewell to the land of confessions and sinners, 
Farewell to the land of fat priests and good dinners ; 
Farewell to the land of cathedrals .and churches, 
Farewell to the land of passports and searches ; 
Farewell to gen-d*armerie, prefects and mayors, 
Farewell to sextons, to beadles, and players ; 
Farewell to hotels, farewell to their biUs, 
Farewell to their breakfasts, the least of their ills ; 
Farewell to their cider, both sour and thick. 
Farewell to their wine which made me so sick ; 
Farewell to the gaT9ons, filles de chambre farewell. 
Farewell to each shop whereyair dealing do6s dwell ; 
Farewell to the fools whom I met on their travels, 
Farewell to the landlord their Wants who unravels ; 
Farewell to the voitures dirty and crazy. 
Farewell to the diligence heavy and lazy ; 
Farewell to the girls who are pretty and easy. 
Farewell to the men who are filthy and greasy ; 
Farewell to the streets which seldom are clean. 
Farewell to the priests at mass often seen ; 
Farewell to thee France, thou shalt not me detain 
From country, from home, and plum-pudding again. 



THE DEVIL^S WALK. 

From his brimstone bed, aXb'cea^ ol ^^ ^ 

il -walking the devU is goive^ 
To look at his snug litde fatm Oa^ njoA\, 
'And see how his stock -weat oxu 



Over the hill and over the dale. 

And he went o*er the plain ; 
And backward and forward he switched his tail. 

As a gentleman switches his cane. 

He passed by a cottage with a double coadi-hoi 

A cottage of gentility ; 
And he grinn*d at the sight— for his favourite ^ 

Is pride that apes humility. 

He saw a lawyer killing a viper, 
On the dunghill beside his stable ; 

And the devil was shockM — for it put him in va 
Of the story of Cain and AbeL 

An apothecary, on a white horse, 

Rode by on his vocation ; 
And the devil thought of his old friend. 

Death, in the Revelation. 
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And he was pleased — fox it gave him a hint 
For improving the prisons of hell. 

He saw a turnkey in a trice 

Fetter a troublesome blade; 
How nimbly, quoth he, the fingers move, 

If a man is but used to his trade ! 

He saw the same turnkey unfetter a man, 

With but little expedition ; 
And he laughM — ^for he thought of the long debate 

On the slave-trade abolition. 

He met with an old acquaintance 

Close by the Methodist meeting ; 
She bore a consecrated flag. 

And she gave him a nod of greeting. 

She tippM him the wink, and then cried, 

Avaunt ! my name 's Religion ; 
And she leer'd on Mr. Wilb^orce 

Like a love-sick pigeon. 

As he stood near Somerset House he saw 

A pig down the river Hoat ; 
The pig swam well, but every stroke 

Was cutting his own throat. 

He viewed the sight with gloating eyes 

Of joy and exultation ; 
For he thought of his own daughter, War, 

And her darling child. Taxation. 

He met a lord of the tiot^ ciooxv\f^<&^ 

The Lord of the Bale -w^a \vV& xv«mft \ 
Such was the twin-\\kctic»s\sc\.^««^^V*=;i;. 
That it mak« old Bcehebxv\i %\«i\ •sod. ^X3W^ > 



For he thought, to be uire, 'tmf ■ looktn^^aM 
th««, 
But he could not see (be frame. 



A mhiisteT of bU tnmd, 
Od into & certain houie. 
With B maJDiity behind. 

The drnfl quoted (JetlesiB, 

Like a leuoed deck. 
How Noah and his creeping thing! 

Went into Ibe tik. 

When he saw General '» face. 

He fled *i[h conalemation ; 
For die deril thought, by a amall miat^a, 

'Twas the general cooflagcation. 



A MODE UN aVADBILLE. 



THlNdandies in tighUi, weighing each one an ounce; 
Voung ladies befuibelow'd, flounce upon flounce; 
Fond inothen extolling tbtnr daughters so deal 
To some gaad-natur'd youth of nine hundred ■• 

yeatj 
A party at whlat, looking grim as a cannibal 
Each at thelt foe, Lke the Romane at Hanoibal ; 
Some prints an the (able, distressingly maul'd. 
And "exquaite, lovely, bewitdiing," TOwralVi-, 
37iree fbotmrni in lace, and three oflUia vWhoa^ 
AU brilliant u candlesticks, stalking Btoo<it, -, 
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An Austrian hussar, a Sir Patrick O'Strokes, 
Of the Poyais Lighthorse (but of course that's a 

hoax) ; 
A crowd on the stairs, with a wind like a knife 
Coining sharp round the legs of maid, husband, or 

wife; 
A pensive young lady, rich, fickle, but cross. 
With a pensive young Irishman near her, of course ; 
One preacher, two poets, and three poetesses ; 
A critic, fantastic and tawdry whose dress is : 
All these, with their talents, loquacious or still, 
Slake up, gentle lady, a modem quadrille ! 



STANZAS FROM THE SERPENTINE; 

Being a New Song to an Old Tune. 

*< Raras equidem sed fortasse pergratas, delicias hiems 
profert."— Tacitus. 

Run, neighbours, run ; all town is in Hyde Park 

to-day. 
Carriage, cart, and donkey .chaise— >a raree show ; 
Hunt*s four-in-hand is on the ice, and, hark away ! 
Shouts Arom half a hundred sprawlers — down 

they go ! 
There Mrs. Smith fVom Wapping Stairs, Miss 

Higgs from Norton Falgate ; 
Sir Peter Paunch, old Mister Hobbs, and Master 

Hobbs from Aldgate ; 
With Thomas Potts, the oilman, smeUin^^ v«a»S:?\ 

strong of turpeudne^ . ^ 

AU standing fast like pVaare ^ox \ai* v*'^^'**^'^ 

the Serpentine. o. « %j5.. 

Run, Tiei%>atoo\«, ^^-» '^^ 



TTAbtt Aid. Bwctaiican un uie ice is cuuing i 

billing it, . 
Fire in her virgin heart, and childblains o 

hand. 
Vainly, from ^ore, mamma cries out, with fon 

bold 
And frowning eye, '' My dear, as sure ar d 

you'll catch a horrid cold ;** 
Nought care our cooing ones, till, spite of 

and weather^ sir. 
Ice cracks, and in they go, to cool their 

together, sir. 

Run, neighbours, run, See 

Far to the left, your exquisites are showing of 
While novices more timidly along the c 
glide ; 
]\|r, Tims, poor soul, is down, and now, I vc 
blowing off 
The snow that sticksa— Lord bless us ! h( 
bruised his side : 

'Tl A T 
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Mirth is abroad (I vouch not for the quality). 

Phrenologists shine forth in their wittiest array ; 
Sims, for instance, cracks his joke on Tims, who 

cracks his cranium, — 
It gets a bump at every fall, like buds on a 

geranium ; 
Which proves by phren<dogic laws, that Tims (but 

sure you know it, sir). 
Though he tumbles down a proser, may jump up 

again a poet, sir. 

Run, neighbours, run, &c. &c. 

Run, neighbour's run,— -sure such a sight was 
never seen, — 
Dandies from Bond Street, and statesmen from 
WhitehaU; 

He, she, and epicene, your ever.green and never- 
green, 

Exhibit, in succession, their '' decline and fall.** 

Thus *tis with the world, we glide along our sum- 
mer-time. 

On life's slippery surface, regardless of a rummer 
time; 

Till, spite 'of scientific skill, and all our bold 
endeavour, sir. 

Death yawns, and down we go beneath the sod for 
ever, sir. 

Run, neighbours, run, Slc. &c* 



A Ballad. 

Ill lun tfac« Uld In lh> Red S» !" 

NlMHlKG Ned andbia love ilood b; Cbrist-churdi 
one nigh I — 
(MUler BBTclaji had changed his la*t tbiUiiw:) 
" Mt Mary !" sBya Ned, "you're nij love and de- 
light j" 
" And you," answer'd Moll, "are the jay of my 
B^hl; 
But this love vidout ■a:iliiei is killing." 

Ned heai'd n deep sigh, and look'd knowingly 

From beneath fail blown bat and dark locksj 
Few wanderers were there to be had — and no aaund, 
Save the tramp of the constable going hia round. 

And the snore of the watch in bis box. 

Iioud howl'd the deep blast; all the g«3-l«npa 
bum'd brighi ! 

The rooon ahcd a glimmering layr 
Ned crept with the lad; away Iroin the ligbt ; 
He gricicd as be abrunk from the constable's sight, 

And thou^t of the dayK of John (lay. 

When sudden a lucky thought tlaah'd on Ned'i 

Wit loven her poor children in trouble; 
And never is genius so brilUwit aa ^^tn — 
fo ttausman'is protocol — on young -pKA't^etv — 
Pkintei'B pencil— or 'ChaOBC-^S ^uWiW 
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A number of urchins were passing him by — 
Two or three, (the Times don*t say how many) : 

*' Here, get into this church.yard !*' said Ned, and 
there lie. 

Each lad by a tomb>stone concealed. — By and by, 
Vou shall each of you finger a penny !** 

The bargain was struck — ^pish ! a fig for the height — 

The lads scrambled over the railing ; 
And Neddy and Mary, in seeming afiHght, 
Stood gazing in silence beneath the dim light, 
Witib no89 and eye poked, through the paling. 

^' Ho ! what see ye there ?" said a stranger :^^d 
Ned, 

'^ That ^ere I von^t say yitt percision ; 
But summut I sawr, wery like a huge ghost. 
As vite as your neckcloth, and tall as a post — 

And it wanishM away like a wision !^ 



I" 



The passenger stopp*d-^and a second with him, 

A third came — because there were two ; 
While the urchins inside glided out in the dim 
And half.misty light of the midnight moon-beam. 
Half reveal'd, and half hidden nom view. 

While Ned plied about at his trade, in the rout, 

A Pat in the distance who lingers. 
And sees him at work, laughs, and shouts '' Strike 

me dumb ! 
This ghost must be the spirit of old * Gaffer Thumb, 

He is such a good friend to ihejingers /** 

* King, What art thou ? Speak I 

Choit, The ghott of Gaffet TYi\wb»>\ 

l^m 'rhumb* 
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THE CITY KXIGHT AND THE WELSH COOK; 

A late Occurrence. 

O MiOHTT spirit of immortal Sam ! 

The shame and pride of England's courtliest 
court — 
('Twas well the wits who starved thee could not 
damn 

The fiery-mettled muse that '^ made them sport ! **) 
Oh, put a little salt into my quill, 

A drop of lees from thy immortal cask-— 
Let hut thy influence guide me, while I steal 

A sign of thy great life unto my task ! 
Thou art — let numskull Pepys rail his worst — 
Of £ngland*8 rhyming wits — the last — ^the first ! 

M^ere Norton Falgate shines, in n^ud so hright. 

Swarming with coaches like the very devil, 
A wight there dwelt — BiU Rawlins was he hight. 

With mister Rawlins grac'd when folks were 
civil — 
Till duhb*d into a kind of bastard quality, 

A groggy— half-and-half nobility — 
By the majestic mandate of regality, 

A worthy knight of London's '* good citye," 
He cut tlie Mister — sunk the vulgar Bill, — 
Rose up a titled cit — and wrote--Sir WilL 

Ye cits, whom fate hath bless'd with lengtliy 
purses, 
To make glad boards, and appetites to honour 
'em, 
Ye know how heavy is \be cawfc o? c«wRar — 
To those who spurn thclaw&oiGV^wsa«'^«ssi.— 
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What *tu to have a costly dinner spoiled 

By some thick-headed cook, (the devil*8 gift !) 

To have one's cherished hopes all— overboil'd — 
One's pork and greens — merely by way of 
" thrift"— 

Rendered uneatable — ye, who know all this, 

'Tis meet our hero meet your sjrmpathies. 

Sir William had a cook — a devilish bad one, — 

Not a worse hand e'er handled dishes, hash'd or 
Roasted — in short, no dish she touch'd but had one 

Great fault or other in't— and so he thrash'd her — 
But the cook's thrashing ne'er improv'd the dishes ; 

So he resolved to turn her out of door. 
And searching round, to find one to his wishes. 

He brought from Cambria ^' one true Briton 
more" — 
A ^^ hot Welse plood'* — one mistress Charlotte 

Sayers, 
A very pretty name to go to prayers. 

This new cook found, our knight, as she relates. 
Standing beside the old cook in the kitchen, 

Jangling and jarring about broken plates — 
One hand Sir William held a bacon flitch in, 

?he other grasp'd a " hlfstekC'* As they warm'd, 

Mise went the steak» and all into her chops — 

>h ! shame to knighthood ! ) — the fair cook,alarm'd, 

Oather'd herself away as fast as hops. 

k», so !" apart, exchum'd our Cambrian maid, 

ill &rn't nuts with sir William, I'm afraid.'' 



»♦ 



\ so, indeed, it prov'd — the 6x«\. ^vj ^^^kS^ 
iraj — and nothing Yia^^exO^ tdm^ wsoWstj •• 
lext— sir WiUiam fouiieL «omti ^"^ ^'^^'^. ,^^ 
img the dust and cob^ieb* Sx^ N5a» '^^ ^"^^^ ' 
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Well, that passed over. But the next, at dinner, 
The Muse was doomM to witness stormy pass- 
ages- 
Sir William rang the helL— '^ Come here, you sinner ! 
You saucy jade, what sauce is this ? These sau- 
sages 
Are undeidone, and tougher than tarpaulins. 
By J the suet pudding's raw !*' says Rawlins. 

His eyehalls flashed, just like an ode by B3rron-T- 

His voice warnH sweeter than an Irish melody — 
His knightly nose glow*d like to red hot iron — 

His clenched fist is raised, (alas, and well-a-day ! ) 
He bade her quit the house, (*twas somewhat hard, 
sure,) 
Telling her she would never there be miss*d — 
And then, by way of quickening her departure. 
He knocked her down three times with his 
clenched fist : — 
His blows, in spite of all she wept and said, just 

here. 
Came thump and thump ! like Cobbett*s Weekly 
Register. 

At length our Cambrian vow*d she was quite dead — r 

Whereat sir Will grew sweet as sugar-candy ; 
He raised her gently — held her drooping head, 

And soothed her anguish with a glass of brandy. 
(I take this literally from the papers) — 

Then, swearing that she had forgotten all, 
She packs her wardrobe up, and off she capers. 

And tells her woeful story at Guildhall, 
With no more reverence for sublime sir Will, 
Than if he had been BiUy Rawlins stiU. 

L'Envoy^. 
Header^ if more you'd learn, see Tuea^Y* T\w«» \ 
The devU calls, and I must dose m^ x\v^x»«». 
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If curiously you ask me why I wrote *em, 
I had some reasons — but faith, IVe forgot *ein. 
Perhaps I wish*d to show — (a simple case ! )— 
How different knighthood is from what it was. 
Perhaps I chose to prove, by demonstration. 
Such clever folks write for ^^ The News of Fashion,** 
We can as quickly tell whatever goes 
Abroad, in rhyme— >as other folks in prose. 



MRS. CHBISTMA8*S LETTER TO JOHK BULL^ 

IN RHYME. 

For fiill twenty years, ay, and more, I was wife 
To dear captain Wright, whom I loved as my life : 
For his pension he cared just as little as I did. 
As he for his widow had amply provided. 
Well, he chose for his bankers the Hoares of 

Fleet-street, 
And there their derk Christmas I happened to 

meet: 
He was always a right merry Christmas reported— 
And far merrier he now is — for now he*s trant' 

ported. 

Well, such were his ways and agreeable car- 
riage. 
That our business transactions led on to a mar- 
riage. 
We lived very well, I must say, until latterly. 
When Christmas thought fit to admire Mrs. CKat- 

terley. 
To my husband this lady bad xoaA^^ wscsa «^- 
proaches ; 
And when some other actreaaea »^ vk^ ^"^ c«%^»«^' 
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A CHANCERY SUIT. 

Oedicated to innumerable Suitor* in England^ Ire" 
land, and Wale*, and our Town of Berwick" 
upon^Tweed, and »o forth. 

Quid rides ? mutato nomine, de te 
Fabula narratur. Hor. 

The fabulist, who well describes 
The actions and the motives too 

Of men, through all their various tribes, 
Whaf s done, and what they ought to do, 

Hath shadowed out beneath the brute 

The very picture of a Cfiancer^ »uit. 

Two mice, who lived, like many men, 

At large. 
And fed just how they could and when, 

At other people^s diarge. 
By great good luck — ^*twas so ordain*d 
By fortune^s odd decrees, obtained 

A thumping piece of cheese. 
As man, so mouse, bdieves 
^^ There's honour among thieves,*' 

And '* halve* — divide'*'' — was cried. 

And both complied. 
But in division being viewed. 
One piece was larger — hence a feud, 

A violent dispute. 

Which terminated in a suit. 



The litigants resolve, and off they trudge, 
To take a neighbouring monkey as the jud^ 
Pug eyed the cheese — " 'Tia Uue,>a'5 \!M»N«ci^'' 
Said he, " the pieces are not evciv. 
*Tia at the tcales of J ustice Yvete 
Should ire%h, and set thiA mattet ^^^x*" 



ou nioDiing on ne went, 
In doubt and discontent. 
Till plaintiff and defendant fearing, 
As fast the cheese was disappearing. 
That they of all f^hould be bereft, 
£xclaim*d '^ We are f^reed, 
And no more law we need — 
Pray give us what is left !^ 



!»♦ 



Assuming now a grave judicical face. 
Pug vow'd he never had so nice & case :— 
^' They grumbled, and all suitors were the same 
The toiling judge was constantly to blame : — 

Folks out of doors should (and 'twould make the: 
pause) 

See how we labour to get through vl cause ! 

Mice knew not, he knew better what they woul 
have — 

They came for equity^ and equity they should have ! 
So saying, he kept gnawing on. 
Till every morsel of the cheese was aonet ! 
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN" A SOVEREIGN AND 
A ONE POUND NOTE. 

♦« O ego non felix, quam tu fugis, ut pavct acres Agna 
lupos, capreaeque leones."— Hob, 

Said a Sovereign to a Note, 

In the pocket of my coat, 
MTiere they met, in a neat purse of leather, 

" How happens it, I prithee. 

That, though I*m wedded with, thee. 
Fair Pound, we can never live together ? 

" Like your sex, fond of change\ 
With Silver you can range, 
nd of lots of young si^cpences he mother ; 
While with me — on my word, 
Not my lady and my lord 
O f W th see so little of each other !" 

Th* indignant Note replied 

(Lying crumpled by his side), 
^' Shame, shame, it is yourself that roam, sir ; 

One cannot look askance. 

But, whip ! you*re off to France, 
Leaving nothing but old rags at home, sir. 

*' Your scampering began 

From the moment Parson Van, 
Poor man, made us one ia love's fetter, 

' For better or for worse' 

Is the usual marriage curse ; 
But ours is all ' worse* and no ' better.' 

^< In vain are laws '^a&s'^ 
There's nothing YioV^s-jovjitfl^aX, 
Though you know, s^eel Sovete\Bcv,^w.«^Y^ 



ONV- 
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At the smallest hint in life. 
You forsake your lawful wife, 
As otiier Sovereigns did before you. 

'* I ftnt with Silvw, true— 

But what can ladies do, 
When disowned by their naturalprote^tors ? 

And as to falsehood, stuff! 

I shall soon hefalte enough, 
When I get among those wicked Bank Directors. 

The Sovereign, smiling on her, 

Now swore, upon his honour. 
To be henceforth domestic and loyal : 

But within an hour or two. 

Why — I sold him to a Jew, 
And he's now -at No. 10, Palais RoyaL 



»» 



THE REV. DOCTOR TITHE-SCRAPER AND HIS 

CONSCIENCE. 

<< A man of superhuman eloquence and powerful in 
argument." 

A CERTAIN reverend doctor, far renownM 

For eloquence^ and every g^ divine — 
One of those few who rardy can be found 
Both precept and example to combine. 
Had on a late occasion 
Every trace 
That can adorn the preaching race 
Called into action : 
In facty bis very bioht or TiTUi:a, — 
A subject tender as the apple of Vns e^ea, — 
Became a matter of dispute by a vile ?w:x.\oxv. 
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SaTAIT, It leem*, lutd got within th« fold, , 

Playing his wicked pranlu with yonDg and old; 

PerauBdtng them it w&B no harm 

To wear die wool ihemselves to keep [hem warm : 

And when the gentle shepherd with his shears 

Wanted to trim them to the neck and ean. 

Loth of their fleecy coala to be bereft. 

They call'd his kind attention "' fraud and thefl ;" 

Thoudi evei- '■"'- ■* ' — "- 

The nght di 

Returning to his home one day. 
After an altercation and af&sy, 

With hia unruly flock most sorely vex'd. 
The angry ebullitions partly spent 
By ininird muttering, ^Tumbling, seeking vent, 

Flush on his recollectton popped a text. 
Which rous'd his conbciekce by a gentle knock, 
And Bflem'd to whisper Co him, " Fired inyjlock" 

" J^eei .'— Why, aye, so I do ; 

But then the fiock mustj^ri me too. 
A pretty joke, if, out of all these sheep, 
Tlu shepherd's not to have wliat he can eat \ 
I give ihem good advice — the beat I can { ' 
And what, pmy, is fsw ihoutani poundt per ann. 

For let me say. 
Though there may be a little fall in wuies. 
Poultry and meat are rising eirety day." 

A sort of colloquy, hi short, began 

Between the diMitor and his inward man ; 

When, waxing rather wann, he criea " <i*>i!«. 

(And rery nearh(ulnlu«E^'i««neflc^vn%■«'«w^• 
" Swear not at aU," the iftwwi'&VewOT ™s»"- 



A FOET once wilhin his attic hid, 

The muse's aeal— to him, at least, tio other j 

But while he occupied the one he did. 

The Nine had cunning been to find another; 

Unleaa they squatted on the naked ground. 

And fortn'd a son of social dtde round. 

But still there was a uble and a bed; 

The latter sery'd as " bed and bojml" together : 
And for the former, little can be said 

In Its behalf, — 'tnaa even doublAil, whether 
'Twould bear a poet in its present slate, 
Altho' a most decidedly " light weighu" 

Indeed, to tiy it were an insane action — 

'Twas hardly saf^ to trust one's elbow on it; 

Vet thus Rush sat in beautiful abstraction, 
Porini! and boring o'er a snoring sonnet. 

A rush-light in a bottle stuffed with paper, 

Pcrform'd the office of his " midnight taper." 

A tea-pot, which might once have had a spout. 
Stood freezing on the hob ; for, know, the fire 

Within his head had let the other out; 

Or perhaps — but no 1 what heeds it to Inquire ? 

On table was his cup, antique as Chaucer, 

Which long had moum'd tor its departed saucer. 



For Rush had really one, but, with die Kuons, 

ll WBa a CBipet, or it wm a quilt; 
Ju>t BH llie Fahrenheit one's eye might harp at, 
A quilt at fifty — fifty one— a carpet. 

No oraamenta his white.wanh'd walli adom. 
Save a amall picture of " Expiring Meiit," 

Which Bcem'd lo typii^ his own forlam 
Unpitied portioD ; and his jaded spirit 

Would aiddong glance upon the MS. heap 

Of genius in otdivion — hope said — sleep ! 

Without hia coat ; and, at the very moat 
Three quarleni only of a imall sized shirt « 

Smallrflomea which long had "given up the ghost," 
But kept in skeleton by patch and dirt ; 

Stockings, by uliich his toes disdain'd control. 

And shoes, like he himself, with irom out iDul. 

But thus Rush sat ; ant) as it was his fate 
But seldom to be bless'd with letter-backs. 

Paper was scarce — cash Bcarcer — so a slate 

Caught the first dictates— as his mind he racks. 

Prom its distorted visions; — this displays 

The " att of making poetry"^now.a-days. 

His labours went on flowingly— the Nine 

Smil'd on his prowess; or, perhaps, only Eight; 

For, most unluckily, the closing line 

Wrought to distraction's very verge, his pate ; 

And would have giv'n his head for two small feet. 

" Thut deep'Cyed thought uponhii ao,-[lt>nwii "».. 
ZUce the lad presage of'—v\M. ttwMi Vc ■».-i t 
He ran the alphabet— A.t, fiaV, C.M.,"OW-. 
And itnun'd a wintie Vo ticri '*! ^ 
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Twisting his thought in anguish for improvements 
Gave to his frame a hundred different movements. 

He rubb'd, and wrote again ; and nibb'd and wrote ; 

And bit his nails ; and pull*d his uncomb'd hair ; 
Stared full ten minutes on his prostrate coat ; 

Then cast his pencil down in wild d^pair ; 
And might have done, God knows what foolish 

thing. 
But just that moment hearing the bell ring- 
He traced the footsteps one by one up stairs ; 

And when they pass*d the second landing-place. 
And still he heard ^em mount, his look declares 

It was almost an isolated case ; 
And yet, in fact, he scarcely seem*d to know it. 
So much the man was merged into a poet. 

A knock ! — no answer, yet distinctly heard ; 

But still the jingle of the wanted rh3naie 
Absorb^ his mind: — a second, and — a third. 

^' Come in, come in !** he cries in hurried time, 
As tho' he merely wish'd to rid the noise, 
That all his airy wandering destroys. 

To all the outward world was Rush so callous, 
He gazM upon the being, who forthwith enterM ; 

And tho' he seemM a her^d from the gallows, 
It made no odds to him ; he even ventured 

To take his slate and '' catch at an idea," 

Far, very far indeed, from who was near ! 

** Is your name Rush, Six V* — After a kmg pause, 

Ag&in — " Your pardon. Sit ,Va '^yootivMafc^^a.^T'' 

No answer still—" I wish you'^ s».7^\««w»fc 

" JVe other bus'ncw, Six, Bsui^a»!OiXo\.TM^ 



>% 



" A what '-" — in tmdden erataey — " a what ?" 

"A latitat, Sii?" "Pny, my fHend, betealcd; 
That'i jmt the thing I wanted." — Gripe could not 

Unriddle It sIL— Buih then repealed— 
" Thui deep-fyed thoH^tt upon Aii iark brmr tat, 
Ukt the tad preiage of— a latUat l" 
H'a joy and gratitude id aeeeBlB Intali, 

That far outiun his ineaj»' ooBITBCled bennd ; 
" So much obliged" — " his thanks" — " what would 
he Ufce f " 

Cried Oripe, aignilicantlf eyeing louBd : 
" M'hy, as for that, Sir, in my pieaent view. 



Why, 
dradit 



my pieaent vl 
n take any thlng---but you '.' 



Oh ! Sunt Pauick waa a gEOtleman, 

And came irom deurt pec^e : 
He built a chmdi in Dublin lova. 

And on it put B iteeplc 
Bia lather waa a Oallaghei,' 

His mother was a Brady ; ' 
His aunt waa an O'ShaugbTKsqr,' 

First cousin U> O'Grady. 
Oh ! nieceu atleod Saint Fatrick'a fiat, 

For he'i the handume Saint, O. 
Oh ! be gave the anakei and toada a Iwut 

He'i a beauty viltaout paint, air. 

The WkUow HilLi aie veij \u^. 

And BO-s the Hill of How*, avt ■, 
Bm there's a hUl mud\ hights aiifi. 
Much higher tux them boOi, ris. 



'Twm on the top of Ihii hip hill 
Saint Patrick preached hu tarmint, 

TllBt drove tile fri^ into the bogs, 
Aod bothecM.oU the varmint. 

Oh '. luccesa, &.a. 

There's not ■ mile in InUnd'a isle 

Where dirty vermin muilera. 
But there he put hia dear fore-foot. 

And murder'd them in cliuten. 
The toads went p«i, the fn^ went plop. 

Slap-dash into Uie water ; 
And Ine snakes committed suicide, 

To sftve themselves from slaughtei. 

Oh 1 success, &«• 

No vinidei that those Irish luls 

Should be BO free and liiaky, 
Foe suie Saint Pat, he taught them that, 

A> well as drinking whiike;. 
No wonder that the saint tumself 

To drink it should be villing. 
Since his mother kept a t/ucbeen shop 

In the town of Enniskillen. 

Oh ! success, &c. 

Oh ! was I but 10 fortunate, 

But to be back in Munstei, 
'Tis I'd be bound, that from that ground 

I never more would once stir : 
'Tw« there Saint Patrick planted turf 

And plenty of the^aliii ; 
With pigs gallore, ma gra m'aitort. 

And cabbages — and ladies '. 

0^1^ KUCOOk, (lc 



THE COI.I.COIAH9. 

Thev wba piofoa ■ fatheilv a&tetion 

Fot their wiiea' children under their diiccdon. 
And ho|>e to pUce them Id die t»; of knowledge. 

Can do no lew thwi otbra people do — 

Let-down their progenj' amid ■ oev 

Of drinking, drunks, louing dogs at oollege ; 

Where rowing, boning, wenchiag in the go. 

The clawica too — but vbcre, I do not know. 

In truth, it ia a place of meditation. 
Where thoe is no spare time for recreation, 
Save those deep Hudiea which lake place 
o'nighis. 
Hunting some drunken " Fellow" through the 



Of geneioualji eiuns people's pane*. 

And, having none, knoclung out oUien' brains. 

Tom Trislfiil had a Srn floor in St. John'* ; 
A devilish pretty biith among the Udhh, 

One of those places which, 1 know not haw, 
(They must have been inspii'd b; David's sow). 

Friends regulsrl; dropt in just lo ilaj lo. 
And just as r^ularl; went away, 
ICxircindy eaily on the following day. 

Now this, of couiH, iwqit off Tom Truitful'i caah^ 

And conscience often whiapet'd.^^'' '&0&' ^.^ktu^ 0^ 

"Bui still," laid Tom, "Bajfe tfteiY «»»^": 
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Sure as a gun their throttles 1*11 cram down 

The whole, — or part, as soon as I receive it," 
A good decision, but what^s to be done ? 
There seem*d no likelihood of having one. 

A month elaps*d :— Tom's sanguine projects were 
Surrendered " habeas corpus.'* to despair, 

And an unnatural economy 
Pervaded all his household ; and in short. 
He seem'd — without uncommon stretch of thought. 

Devoted to the study of astronomy — 
For oft he curs'd his stars— swore he was starving. 
Nay, hinted something about weasand carving. 

And every morning, as the clock struck ten. 
He hasten'd to the window of his den, 

To mark the postman's helli-gerent course. 
And from his first-floor elevation, he 
Would cry, " You rascal, any thing for me ?" 

Till' frequent repetition made him hoarse, 
" Oh ! curse the fellow," Tom would mutter,—!. 

« well. 
For that man's sake I hope there is a hell.' 



»» 



One mom, his better genius passing by, 
The bell invites him — ^now another try. 

And forthwith gulp'd he down his sixteenth cup ; 
"Well, any thing this morning, postman?"-^ 

^ " Yes, 
" Y(»ur name is Tristful ?" — " A most sapient 
guess ; 

Why, you slow villain, don't you throw it up ?" 
" A double letter, one and fourpence."— " True, 
I see it is," said Tom, " I'll owe it you." 

Down went the window, away went the seal ; 
*Twas heavy — it had a most pleasant feel : 
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'^rm sure there must be something in it — 
zounds ! 
As I*m a sinner,** cried he, in amaze, 
^^ J\Iy most respectable friend, ^ Henry Hase,* 

A flimsejr— or Bank note for fifly pounds ! 
Oh ! my dear father, was*t not I who said 
I wished that I, or rather you, were dead ?** 

He glanc*d his eye wildly o*er the contents : 

" Oh ! a mere string of family events. 
Surely my dad*s fingers have got the cramp — 
Eh ! — what is this ? your poor old aunt is dead — 
Died on the 5th — 'twas causM, the doctors said. 

By the dear, good old lady*s sheets being damp. 
And here again — your old sweetheart Jemima 
Is tack*d to Slendergut, and gone to Lima !** 

" Why, who the devil's she ? I can't remember. 
Nay, in my memory remains no ember, 

Of that same flame — now torturing Slendergut — 
Such paragraphs keep people in the dark. 
Oh yes — I see — some highly comic lark, 

Devis'd from home consumption, or it — but — 
No matter" — and he plac'd it in the fire. 
Turning his thoughts at once to something higher. 

The note was thrust into his breeches pocket, 
And off he darted, like a Congreve rocket, 

At the same time, to half-a-dozen places. 
But scarce one fellow's throat was stopp'd when he 
Remember'd (he'd too good a memory) 

*Twas the last day of the Newmarket races— 
*' Oh ! d — ^n the other tradesmen, they must wait, 
I'm off at once. God bless me ! very late !' 

And off he went, was just in time to see 
Zephyr beat Rhadamanthua c\evet\^^ 



i»» 
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And fly away with ten pounds— jiever mind. 
Go it again — ^^ 1*11 bet you two to one. 
Done."— "And with you, sir ?"—" Certainly, 
sir,"— Done. 

Upon that noble animal behind. 
Wliat if he be beiiind ? — look at his strength. 
Just mark his sinew, and his kngth^his length !** 

In this way by decrees not very slow, 
Did our poor hero's new gainM treasure go. 

Till goaded to despair, he found twas )^e— 
" Well !" said his friend, Dick Dreary, « I'm quite 

clear, 
I wish to heav*n I had not been here t 

And you ?*' — '* Like you,** said Tom, '* com- 
pletely shorn. 
They've nibbled up the notes — completely bit ! 
All's lost— 4he race has run away wtth it 1" 

Back to his rooms our luckless better hied, 
Opinins that he'd better not have tried 

His fortune on so very strange a footing : 
Completely dish'd — no prospect of supplies. 
Or any other, set before his eyes — 

But famine, which was quite enough to put in 
A most iufemal fit of frenzy, poor 
Tristful — ^ho voted it, " nem. con." a bore. 

A sleepless night in ^verish fury past, 

Kick'd out the hours, and lugg'd in day at last ; 

And up got Tristful, just to diew the cud. 
And then he had full leisure to devote 
To the Infernal gods, the d*^ bank note ; 
And in rotation^ every sepaiale »iuA, , 

And every man that for a Vioxee e*eat)Q\A, \ 

^nich he with horrid oaths aivA cawe^ ^vd.» 




OV HTTMOHOUfl VOETRT. 

While thus engaged, a modest doul>le lap 
UsherM a kind of atomy, or scrap 

Of pale mortality, into the room ; 
A tall and tslender youth, as parchment pale. 
Who with an accent **very like a wail'* \ 

Of one about to go— or from — the tomb, 
Begg'd to apologise, in some confusion, 
And then began to account for his intrusion. 

" My name is Tristful."—*' Tristful !" echoft 

Tom, 
" Why, where in heaven's name did you come 
from ?" 

" Oh ! I'm of Trinity— MTiy this surprise. Sir ? 
My name's Tobias Tristful, eldest son 
Not of your father, but another one ; 

I'm enter'd in at Trinity, a sizar." 
" A sizar!" cried the other, "yes, I sec — 
It's clear you are a size — he ! he ! he !" 

" I've come," rejoin'd Tobias, with great gravity. 
Albeit delighted with the other's suavity, 

'^ About a letter, whidi, by a mistake. 
The postman, inadvertently, you see, 
Deliver'd wrong to you, instead of me ; 

I hope, my dear sir, that you did not break ^ 
The seal."—" To me ?" in agonized dismay 
Falter'd the other, « what — not yesterday?" 
** Ves, yesterday it must have been, I rather 
Expected a remittance from my father." 

" Did you ?'* said Tom, whose fright now knew 
no bounds; 

Then if you did expect it^ do XtfA. ^«m2qX vv 
tt teiJ you, my deal fielLo'v.t sSJL «3qd»xVu 

thcre was a battk-iM>tA «ctt\ icit ftSv? ^>»s«»s. 




iOK 
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^' I lose ! Qod bleaa yaur soul V replied the ijur, 
'^ Mf fuher is Ihe moii inhumsn xoisa. 

And makes me live cm Sfty pounds a yeu." 
" "" 'a rather awkward," replied Tom, ''because 



And (hen, moat likely, I cui pav It you ; 

Or, if not then, most certun tiie day after. 
Old bucka, jou Icnow, don't much like being 

bled"— 
And then he most significantly said, 

As he plac'd, itriviog lo restrain his laughter. 
The wafbr on his lying tongue, lo wet it, 
" Now, mind you come onTlmrsday — don't forget 



■* I don't know how that fellow stands at Trinity," 
Said Tom, when be had gone, " whether divinity. 

Or law, 01 death, or phyeic, be the goal ; 
But this I'm sore, he never will get through. 
Sofi—very soft indeed— he'll never da 

Quite Iresh, unfledged, undone, upon my wul ; 
But howEOe'er that be — I really feai 
He will BM gain mudi note by coming here." 
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BUBBLES OF 1825. 

TcMX— «* Run, neighbours* run." 

Rux, neighbours, run, you*re just in time to get a 
share 
In all the famous projects that amuse John 
BuU; 
Run, take a peep on * Change, for anxious crowds 
beset us there, 
Each trying which can make himself the greatest 
gull. 
No sooner are they puffed, than a universal wish 

there is 
For shares in mines, insurances in foreign loans and 

fisheries. 
No matter where tlie project lies, so violent the 

mania, 
In Africa, New Piovidence, Peru, or Pennsylvania ! 
Run, neighbours, run, you're just in time 

to get a share 
In all the famous Bubbles that amuse John 
- BuU. 

Few folks for news very anxious at this crisis are. 
For marriages, and deaths, and births, no thirst 
exists ; 
«\11 take the papers in, to find out what the prices 
are 
Of shares in this or that, upon the brokers' lists. 
The doctor leaves his patient — the pedag(^e his 

Lexicon, 
For mines of Real Monte, oi tot ^o^ oi ^tv^q. 
Mexican : 
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£*exi Chili bonds don't coo]^ the rage, nor those still 

more romantic, sir, 
For new canals to join the seas. Pacific and At- 
lantic, sir. 

Run, neighbours, run, you*re just in time 

to get a share 
In all the famous Bubbles that amuse John 
BulL 

At home we have projects too for draining surplus 
capital. 
And honest master Johnny of his cash to chouse ; 
Though t' other day. Judge Abbott gave a rather 
sharpish slap at all, 
And Eldon launched his thunder from the Upper 
House. 
Investment banks to lend a lift to people who are 

undone — 
Proposals for Assurance — there*s no end of that in 

London ; 
And one amongst the number, who in parliament 

now press dieir bills. 
For lending cash at eight per cent, on coats and in- 
expressibles. 

Run, neighbours, run, you're just in time 

to get a share 
In all the famous Bubbles that amuse John 
BulL 

No more with her bright pails the milkman's rosy 
daughter works, 
A Company must serve you now with milk and 
cream; 
Perhaps they've some connexion with the adver- 
tising xoaterivorks^ 
Thiit promise to supply you from the limpid 
stream, * 



suds, sir, 
And brings it home in cairlages with foil 
of blood, sir. ^ 

Run, neighbours, run, you*re jiii 

to get a share 
In all the famous Bubbles that an 
Bull. 

Whcu Greenwich coaches go by steam on 

iron railing, sir. 
How pleasant it will be to see a dozen i 
And ships of heavy burden over hilk an 

sailing, sir. 
Shall cross from Bristol^s Channel to tl 

or Tyne. 
And Dame Speculation, if she ever fully 

ends. 
Will give us docks at Bermondsey, St 

and St Catherine's ; 
Mobile side-long bridges over mui) 
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W^'ith sluices made to drown the French, if e*er they 
would come over, sir. 
Has long been talked of, till at length ^tis thought 
a monstrous bore. 
Amongst the many scheming folks, I take it fte's 

no ninny, sir, 
Wlio bargains with the Ashantees to fish the coast 

of Guinea, sir ; 
For, secretly, *iis known, that another brilliant view 

he has, 
Of lighting up the famous town of Timbuctoo with 
oil gas. 

Run, neighbours, run, you^re just in time 

to get a share 
In all the famous Bubbles that amuse John 
Bull. 

Then a Company is form'd, though not yet adver- 
tising. 
To build, upon a splendid scale, a large balloon. 
And send up tools and broken stones for fresh Mac- 
Adamizing 
The new discovered turnpike roads which cross 
the moon. 
But the most inviting scheme of all, is one proposed 

for carrying 
Large furnaces to melt the ice which hems poor 

Captain Parry in ; 
They^U then have steam-boats twice a week to all 

the newiy.seen land,' 
And call for goods and passengers at Labrador and 
Greenlaml ! 

Run, neighbours, run, youVe just in time 

to get a shaic 
In all the famou« Bu\>>)\«ft \J6i«X wwMfc^'J^^ 
Bull. 
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CHRISTMAS OVT OF TOWN. 

For many a winter in Billiter-lane, 

My wife, Mrs. Brown, was not heard to complaia; 

At Christmas the family met there to dine 

On beef and plum.pudding, and turkey and chine. 

Our bark has now taken a contrary heel. 

My wife has found out that the sea is genteel ; 

To Brighton we duly go scampering down. 

For nobody now spends his Cturistmas in Town. 

Our register-stoves and our crimson-baized doors. 
Our weather-proof walls, and our carpeted floors. 
Our casements well fitted to stem the north wind, 
Our arm-chair and sofa, are all left behind. 
We lodge on the Steine, in a bow-window'd box. 
That beckons up stairs every zephyr that knocks ; 
The sun hides his head and the elements frown ; 
But nobody now spends his Christmas in Town. 

In Billiter-lane, at this mirth-moving time. 
The lamplighter brought us his annual rhyme ; 
The tricks of GrimalcU were sure to be seen. 
We carv*d a twelfth cake, and we drew king and 

queen; 
These pastimes gave oil to Timers roundabout wheel, 
Before we b^an to be growing genteel : 
*Twa8 all very well for a cockney or clown. 
But nobody now spends his Christmas in Town. 

At Brighton I^m stuck up in Donaldson's shop. 
Or walk upon bricks, till I'm ready to drop ; 
Throw stones at an anchor, look out for a skiff. 
Or view the Chain-pier from the top of the diff, 
Till winds from all quarters oblige me to halt. 
With m eye full of sand, and a mouth full of salt. 



In eoUop the vuids, si the full of the moon. 
And pu^up m^ carpet like Sadler's balloon ; 
III7 diBwing-Toom mg ia betprinkled with soot. 
And ttieie is not b lock in (he house thai will ^u(. 
At niBhomet's BlcBm-balh I lean on oiy cane. 
And murmur in secret—" Ah, BiUiler-lane !" 
Bat would not express what 1 think for a crown, 
For nobody now spends his Chiiatmas in Town. 

The duke and the carl are no cronies of mine, 
His majesty never invites me to dine; 
The marquis won't speak when we meet on the pier. 
Which makes me suspect that I'm nobody here. 
If that be the cue, why then welcome Bgain 
Twelfth-cake and anap-diagon in Billiterlane. 
Next winter I'll prove 10 my dear Mrs. Brown. 
That Ndody now spends hia Christmas in Town. 



A«D must we parti dear Town adieu ! 
Where every object still was new, 

Where days and nights bo swiftly ilew 

Farewell, dear London! 

No more thy bustle shall delight, 

No more thy shops shall g\ad my si^'.. 

With everj ware and dainty iig\\t — 

FaieweU, 4eKt \*(ti&'™' 
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o people dine so late, 
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As in dear London ? 
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Nay, when the eypreaees shall wave 
TheLr mouroful branches o*er jny grave. 
Oft shall my ghost esci^e, and have 

A peep at London. 



THE PRESCRIPTION. 

Doctor Snake was an M. D., as tall 
And lithe as an eel or a conger ; 

The science of physic in small. 

Never entered man thinner or longer. 

Doctor Snake had a dark little eye. 

That peer*d through an eyebrow of thicket 

One day upon rich Widow Spry, 
As she opened the latch of her wicket. 

Doctor Snake felt a soft fascination > 
No cathartics nor opiates could cure ; 

He ph3rslck*d and fed to repletion. 
Still doomM to repine and endure. 

Doctor Snake tried infusions and lotions, 
Decoctions, and gargles, and pills, 

Electuaries, powders, and potions, 
Spermaceti, salts, scamnumy, sqinBs 

Horse aloes, bumt alum, agaric. 
Balm, benzoin, blood-stone, and birch. 

Castor, camphor, and add tartaric. 

Crabs* eyes, calomel—all but the church. 

Doctor Snake tried in vahi — his disorder 

Gained daily new exacerbation. 
He fruitlessly sought to avoid her. 

The cause of his pain and vevAlotv. 
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Doctor Snake met her last at Miss Snapper's, 

A virgin of fifty years standing, 
liike most '^ blues,** with a tongue a bell-dapper*: 

Prim, knowing, and fond of commanding. 

Doctor Snake made a friend of her blueness, 
And let out his passion like blood.; 

Said his heart to the fair was all trueness — 
That physic could do him no good. 

That he dared not his sickness discover, 

And ask the specific to heal ; 
Though his heart beat the pulse of a lover, 

The S3naipton)s he fear*d to reveal. 

That the symptom Brunonian he*d ventured. 
And stimulants push*d to extremes. 

And his hope of recovery now centred 
On feeding and nursing his flames. 

Miss Snapper look*d serious-r(8he*d rather 
Have been in the place of her friend ;) 

At length, with some studying together. 
To die Doctor the following they send : — 

'' You may take quantum suff. of the lady, 
Add a drachm of gold ring and a prayer, 

In dispensary canonical ready. 

Commingle and swallow with care.** 



TO BE, OR NOT TO BE ? — A PETER 
PINDARIC. 

''My Lady*8 out, and so,** cried liquorish Betty 
WbUe smUes embelliih d features rather pretty. 



^' 1*11 to her private cupl^^ard run. 
And there, as every h(mest servant should. 
Treat myself with a little something good — 

As I have often done." 



] 



This was resolved, but Betty had a fear 
Her prudent mistress might that day 
Have put such matters carefully away; 
For she, as Betty used to say, 

*' Was, like all Missesses^ so very near I** 

But no such disappointment was her lot ; 
The object of her hope she quickly got ; 
No door against the anxious maid was closed, 
That whidhi she sought was temptingly exposed. 
The treasure was, as you may well be sure, 
A verv choice and delicate liqueur^ 
Whicn ladies, though they seldom eulogise. 
Are often much disposed to patronise — 

Bright as their eyes, and as their bosoms fair—- 
Its name ought not to be expressed ; 

Its quality I may declare — 
'Twas Hodges" very best. 

Our heroine snatchM it, blushing, from the shelf, 

And filled a sparkling bumper to herself; 

Then raised it to her ruby lip, 

SippM it and coughed, then had another sip , 

Looked slyly round, next took a bolder sup, 

jlnd then — she fairly drank it up ; 

And presently, this little theft to smother. 

She mPd and swallowed, without pause, another* 

All ladies, maids, it is the will of fate. 

The habits of their betters imitate. 

A pleasing glow was spread tYttao|jtv'&«WL^^%^:w»ssa, 
But soon sensations very diffetcn\ cassv*^ — 




146 THE COMMOK-PLACE BOOK 

Throbs, pindies, dire varieties of pain. 
Disturb her inwardly. Her burning brain 
Can nothing whisper to the torturM thief 
To bring relief. 

While Betty suffered such repeated shocks. 
Her mistress, home returning, loudly knodcs. 
'Twas past dissembling ; much against her will. 
Poor Betty owned that " she was very ill.'* 
" With what? Quick! tell me — ^what, I say.. 

come, come ?" 
'* O !" sighed the maiden, '^ ma*am ! my stom.. 

my stom— !*' 
'^ Good heavens !** the lady cries, with mournful 

face, 
^^ YouVe had the bottle from my dressing-case I 
Speak, for your life." — " Forgive me," Betty said, 
" I have." — " Then you are numbered with the 

dead. 
Haste for a surgeon, John, look sharp, man — 

jump — 
Tell Doctor Probe to bring his stomach-pump. 
Poor foolish girl — you'll never be a wise one ; 
Why, child, you have been drinking mortal poison." 

« 

Here Betty fainted at the awful sound. 
And, swooning, sunk exhausted on the ground. 
She wakes to find the instrument of Jukes 
(O ! name sublime I 
Ordain'd to chime 

With what his pump suggests for rhyme) 
Forc'd down her throat, while gently-breathed re- 
bukes 
Fall irom her mistress. — Soon 't» uiv^ewNftoai^ 
^ren the pump can do, alas I ivo ^^kA. 
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A ploul Dulnin voluntcei'd to sUy 

Wiih Betty through the night, to «»lhe and ptaj ; 

To KTesm, the uiffber now had no capadly 
Or, M Majendie hu been heard to uy. 
Of the nailed dc^'a howl on the second day. 

There »aa a locking fulure of " vivadlg." 

The au^iei thought no more U go doitn stain. 
And tried (o listen to the matron's prayers. 



Turned up her eyei. 



" The moment fast approadies, when my sight 
Muit be foi evet doaed in awful night!" 
So Betty said, when spealdng to bn ftiend, 
Thinldng of Heaven, and on her latter md. 
She whispei'd— be her language ne'er forgot — 
" The moment comes wh^ I must go to poL" 

The hours of darkness fled, and mom arrived. 
When Betty's mistress, finding she surviTcd, 
OaTe her thia countel, in reproacbfiil tone, 
Which, less than aught that she had lately known. 

Partook of the pathetic— 
'^ Your lite is safe — your lortuA o'er, 
But act as you haie done tw moie ; 
Knowing you tippled on a former day. 
To fhgHc y>u, last evening, in your way 

I put — a itnmg emelte." 
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CuaiOUS COIKCIPEKCES. 
TUWB— " Over the Water to Charley.** 

'Tis curious to find in thb overgrown town. 

While through its long streets we are dodging. 
That many a man is in trade settled down. 

Whose name don^t agree •with hU lodging ! ! ! 
For instance^ Jack Munday in Friday-f^tseet dwells, 

Mr. Pitt in Fox-coMri is residing; 
Air. JVhite, in £/ac/:V-huildings, green-gioeery 
sells, 

While East in Westsquaie is abiding. 

Mr. Isamh in Red Lion-street perks up his head. 

To Lamh*8 Conduit street Lion goes courting ; 
Mr. Boxer at Battle-hrvdLgiEi hires a bed. 

While Moon is in iS'un-street disporting ; 
Bill Brown up to Gr^en-street to live now is gonCf 

In Stanhojpe-mewB Dennett keeps horses — 
Doctor Lore lives in ^i^-street, Saint Maiy«le- 
bone, 

In Brovrn-street one Johnny White''s door sees. 

But still much more curious it is, when the streets 

Accord with the names of their tenants ; 
And yet with such curious accordance one meets. 

In taking a town-tour like Pennant's. 
For instance^ in Crotm-street, George JTing you 
may note. 

To Booth, in 'May-fair, you go shopping ; 
And Porter, of Breiver-stxeet, rows in a boat 

To Waters of i^iver-street, Wapping ! 
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Mr. Sparrow in Bird-stteet has feathered his nest, 

Mr. Archer in jBour-street woos Sally ; 
Mr. Windham in ^ir-street gets zepkyr^d to rest, 

Mr. Dancer resides in Ball-aXiey, 
Mr. Fisher in Finshury fixes his views, 

Mrs. Foote in iSI^-lane works at carding ; 
Mr. Hawke has a residence dose to the Mews, 

And Winter puts up in Spring-f^r^en^ 

In Gran^^-street, Lemon vends porter and ale. 

In ITarf-street, Jack Deer keeps a stable ; 
In HiU'Stteeiy located, you'll find Mr.'Dak^ 

In Blue Anchor.TOW^ Mr. Cable. 
In Knight Rider-street^ you*ve both Walker and 
Day, 

In Ca^fe street, Champion and Spearman ; 
In JBZocArman-street, Lillywhite makes a display, 

In Cheapside lives sweet Mrs. Dearman, 

In Paroefif^-row, Mr. Adam sells figs, 

Ev^, in Apple-tree yard, rooms has taken ; 
Mr. Co/^-man, in Fo^y-street, fits you with wigs. 

In ^o^-lane you call upon Bacon, 
Old Hotter in Gree/r^treet, sells barrels and staves, 

While Pope in CroM-lane, is a baker ; 
In Liquorpondstxeet, Mr. Drinkwater shaves. 

In Caii'-lane lives A. Veal, undertaker ! 

My jumbles and jingles IVe now written down. 

But if for their meaning you tease me — 
That they really have none, I must candidly own. 

And silence will therefore best please me. 
If not witty, or curious, theyll answer, I ween. 

To get me " atk^d out** by great wvcvtCuks^ — 
And out of the firm of some ne^ ^«!^K^xtft 

Procure me a couple of gaVofiiA. 



<«M»iMC»tu cAi^viicB lurea^ utiucu utnjuc a cvua «<.!.• 

The ruling passion in mankind. 
Like instinct in the brute, you*ll find— . 

His creature so great Jove endows — 
And as 'twas truly said of yore, 
If you turn nature out of door. 

She'll creep in at the windows. 
But vice or weakness in the man 
Is not true nature — No, nor can 

It ever so be reckoned ; 
But 'tis, as Pasca hath dedar'd, 
A habit, and the things compar'd. 

This habit's nature-second. 
A Tale in point — ^none will deny it — 
I'll Portly tell, and then apply it : 

A man, enamour'd of his cat, 
Would wed her, as they say — 

A cat for wife ! no wonder that, 
It happens every day I 
But first he thought it meet, and he had cauf 
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But happiness is not etern. 
Not e*en in marriage, as we learn, . 
So here — ^for tho' as lady she was clevf 
'Tis hard to act a character for ever. 
The honey-moon was o*er, and in that c 
'Tis said in families some change takes | 
One night — omitting what should note 

The secrets of the prison house — 
She leapt all fours out of her husband^s 
In hot pursuit of what ? — a mouse ! 
Sad change indeed, but not uncommon, 
A cat she prov'd, and not a woman ! 
What Nature did in case of Puss, 
We see in those who make more fuss ; 
And yet we marvel, when the tale 
Proves /orc« of habit will prevail. 
Take from Netocaatle one, whose lot 
Shall be the Seals, and Lord knows what- 
What sense is there in our suiprise 
That he should wealth so dearly prize 

And doat upon it with his soul ? 
Habit will triumph o'er his state. 
And, tho' in other things sedate. 
His fingers itch to touch the Cole. 



THE COCKNEY UNIVERSITY. 

TUNE — «« Over the Water to Charley." 

VME bustle, my neighbours, give over your 1 

Leave digging and delving and churning 

f lights are preparing to set you a starin 

Vnd fill all your noddles with learning. 

% Dustman shall speak botK m IjaXxcv «cd 

lid Tinkers beat B\s\iO^% 'mVon^V^ 

» opulent tribe wXUl con«ecv\. U> %\iXs«c 

build up a new Co^twe^ C<J!^m^ 



But none are so sure, so snag and secure, 
As this for which now we are burning, 

For 'tis noble and wise to rub the world'k 
And set an the Joume3rmen learning. 



This notable sdieme, as we've all of us se 

To enlighten the stall and the shamUe, 
Is twin to a dun-colour*d dull Magazine, 

The of&pring of Ritter Baim Campbell 
Has he wedded the Muse (I'm sure he'll < 

A truth which ought not to be hidden). 
To publish such Banns was the worst of f 

Unless he had wish'd them forbidden. 



This College, when form'd, establish'd, en 
Will astonish each Radical's grannam. 

Who may place her young fry in the midi 
crowd 
For two pounds ten 8hill5n<»« »»«• «— * — 
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From Locke shall the Blacksmiths authority crave, 
And Oas-men cite Coke at discretion ; 

Undertakers talk Gay as they go to the Grave^ 
And watermen Roxce, hy profession. 

Burdett, who from Oxford received the degree 

Which in Scotland procured him such laurels, 
Will lecture each Tuesday at half after three, 

On manners, and marriage, and morals ; 
Tom Creevey will teach the poor Sweeps how to 
dance. 

Lord Cochrane shall tutor the Sailors ; 
On horseback mad Law instruct Beggars to prance, 

And Fergusson manage the TaUors ! 

Pam Brougham shall teach mildness, and patience, 
and tact, 

And respect for the laws and his betters ; 
And Hume shall instruct them to add and subtract, 

WhUe Wood teaches wisdom and letters. 
On tactics of war civil Wilson shall speak. 

Lord Sefton shall ground them in driving. 
And Mackintosh show them, three days in the week. 

The easiest way to be thriving. 

From a CoDege like this, what advantage must 
spring. 

What strides ¥rill the people be taking ! 
Each Cobbler will soon be as good as a King, 

And a King a thing hardly worth making : 
The rising of some, and the fall of the rest. 

Will bring things at last to their level ; 
And just as in France, which has suffered ^<& \!«kV 

Old England will go to ihe Devil. 



¥L^ 
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RHYMES OK THE PROJECTED WESTERK IM- 
PROVEMENTS. 

Air— «< Oh what a town, what a wonderful metropolis !" 

Now is the time that the rage for building palaces 
Has seizM upon our countrymen from high to 
low: 
A sneer at Mr. Nash now held for paltry malice is ; 

His pillars and their pedestals are all the go. 
None now grins at the architecture i\ra«^<mal. 
For Waterloo and Regent- streets have put it in the 

fashion all ; 
And Mr. Nash, without a rival, at his work may 

quiet feel — 
For no one can compare with him— iiot even Mr. 
Wyattville! 
Oh ! what a town, what a wonderful metro- 
polis! 
Such a place as this wiU he, was never seen ! 

First and foremost, Mr. Nash attacks the House of 
Buckingliam — 
(I don't mean the family so famed for fat) : 
Round the palace there's to run, a lengthy sort of 
ducking-dam. 
For which effect the Serpentine comes in most 
pat : 
The house itself is all to be of architecture Grecian, 
A vast improvement surely on its present elevation : 
And all the front, at present standing awkwar^y 

and all awry. 
Will form it seems, when all is done, a splendid 
/jictoi^gallery. 
Oh I what a town, &c. 



I 

i 



\ 
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The next of our improvements, is the total demoli- 
tion 
Of that dingiest of palaces, ealled Carlton House : 
Behind they intend to improve the Park's condition, 
(I hope they^ll take an order to exclude the cows). 
And next there's a change to he made upon old 

Charinff-cro68» 
Where stands the wretched statue of a king upon a 

staring horse ; 
And the palace of duke Smillison*, who was lately 

our ambassador 
To France, will be admked by many who- at pvesent 
pass the door. 

Oh I what a town, &c. 

MThat a grand square it will be^ when Mr. Nash 
embellishes 
Its buildings with his columns never seen be- 
fore, — 

His towers and his steeples which our gracious 
Alonarch relishes. 
But which make other folks laug^ till their sides 
are sore! 

Ib thi» new square we're to have a new-made Par- 
thenon, 

To replace that of Athens, which will vanish frtm 
the earth anon': 

Tiae CkiUege of the Heralds is to be another orot- 
ment. 

And the whole of its bufldings are to form a gran 
contorno meant. 

Oh I what a town, &c. 

* This nobleman, the representative of tht. P<Tc\ftA-» 

has the misfortune to beat the roturier tossa cil 'fetsAJQiv- 

eoB, being the grandson of Sit H>\ftYiSmVL\vM«v»to»x^^5Jfc» 

of JVorthumberland. The AntV-J aco>»Vn.m»^ft «t«»X^!«**'* 

of the nuae. 



156 THE COMMOK-PLACE BOOK 

Saint Martin's Church will then be seen ; the College 

of Physicians 
Appropriately lift its head near that church-yard ; 
The old, King^s Mews are in the list of demolitions, 
(I don't mean the muse of Southey, pensioned 

haid). 
Then next up rises the club-house, call'd the Umorty 
And near its site another dub, which all must own 

a funny one. 
My readers guess the dub I mean ; and surdy all 

cry fie on 
The Athenee Royal, whose alias is the Athek* 

AIOK ! 

Oh ! what a town, &c. 

The next new street runs through the Seven Dialsy 
(Where strangers often lose at once their watch 

and way) : 
I never yet could navigate, in spite of sundry trials. 
My road through their windings, which lead . 

folks astray. 
St. Oiles's all is sure to fall, and St. George's Churdi 

in Bloomsbury 
Will then be visible, though now its front St Gilea'a 

glooms bury : 
And we shall gain a sight, at least, of the door of 

the Museum, 
With other vast improvements— Well, I hope we 

soon shall see 'em ! 
Oh ! what a town, &c. 



f 



r mruoBODB foetky. 



" FlUsD (lom tbelr bigh Mtste."— Dm 

" Du isblime," Nap gaid, "Jui^u'au 

Heiail il n'y a qii'un pai :" 
And hii desliiiT pioved it b rule. 

As true as the world evei saw. 
Then if emperors, princes, and kings. 

Are subject to sudden disaslen. 
Who can wonder that similar things 

Should happen to aathori, my mast 



And noT he is helpina to raise on& 
There's Pindar, whose diiBcult Greek 

Has bored us fuU ot^ to our sottow ; 
Of games he has long ceas'd to speak. 

And consents to kH hops in the Borough. 

Old Gakn makes hats in the Strand, 

Poor Hornet is writing for Colbum : 
Sly Martial makes gloies for your hand. 

And Ltican sells sugar in Holbom : 
Mohammed shampoos you at Brighton. 

And Alfred makes good fiihing.hooks ; 
And Bacon, in Thames -street, you light on. 

Who for salmon has given up his books. 

I've lost sight of Sh/iktptare ani ChaiiceT 5 
Bat Spencer, the lulor, maVw^itfeeilM*-- 
A.nd Itaphael no longer can A'nv^ ^^ ^ 
Frtna cuuglus he dn.v» laita&TisSv^ 



For coach-plating ifarlme quiu plays, 
Rare BeiijamiH Jonto*'i a ^ima; 

Sam Balkr hia haid fate obefB, 
And for H udibras makes a dith-eover ! 

Poor tSUlon eogniTes 70U a aeal, 

[Sad work fin > mao vbo was blind I] 
Aid Pope in FlseUmuket sells veal — 

John Dryden I really can't lind i 
Dean Sj^ifl now sella English broad-cloth, 

Dick Steele stamps in ChuKxry.lane ; 
And Coagreve gets salt lo his broth. 

By ribbons instead of his pen i 

In glabes Blr. Additon trades, 
Sam Bichardion' I aVca towinei 

And FieUiitg'i for calico ibndea 
His diaracter ihadei must res^. 

The author of Robinson Crusoe* 



To come down at once to our D'mea, 
There's Soat/iev who turns auctioneer: 
. [Let him put up his name or his rhymes. 
And ibey'U never be bid for, I fair.] 

Crable, who held up tile miiror to natne. 
To make new looklng^laeses professes : 



But why need I talk of the changes 

That have happen'd to mere mortal men 
Erea god4 we know fate ^Mnango, 
And calls them to eaitii tadt a(^\ 
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There^s Bacchus, the god of the grape, 
Who has fallen, (what mortal would liiiiil 

From diffusing his fire through its shape 
To making the glasses to drink it I 

For this sad fact, as well as the others. 

Dear reader, I beg to refer you 
To a book which has saved many bothers 

To merchants *' from China to Peru :" 
The book I mean is the Directory, 

Where you'll find all my names tout au lon^ 
Then adjourn to some pleasant refectory. 

And refresh yourself after my song. 



AN ODE TO Mr TEA-POT. 

My Tea-pot ! while thy lips pour forth 
For me, a stream of matchless worth, 
I'll pour forth rh)nmes fw thee ; 
Don Juan's verse is gross, they say, 
But I will pen a grocer lay. 
Commencing " Amo tea.^ 



»» 



Yes — ^let Anacreon's votary sip 
His flowing bowl with feverish lip. 
And breathe abominations ; 
Some day he'll be hotoVd out for it. 
He's brewing mischief, whilst / sit 
And brew my Tea-pot-ations, 

After fatigue, how dear to me 
The maid who suits me to a T, 
And makes the water b\xV]»V\<&\ 
From her red hand vjYveti \ xeccsN^ 
The ever^cen, 1 seeov \.o %\N*t 
A T. T. Li. to ttou\Ae. 
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J Kom Ok hop, disdain the malt, 
I bate aolutions sweet and salt — 

For UH my faithful palate yearns, 

Thus, — though my fancy never lami. 
It slirays ii lea latum ! 

Vet some assure me whilst I sip. 

That thou has Btain'd thy silvei lip 

With sad adulcerationi I 

Slow poison drawn froni leaves of sloe. 

That quickly cause the qbick to go 

And join Iheii dead idationa I 

Aunt Malaptop now drinks Noyeaii 

Instead of tea, and well I linow 

That she p^fers it greatly; 

She u^ " Alaa ! I giie up tea, 

" lliere'e been so much aduhery 

Among the grocers lately 1" ' 



Unwholeiome dru„ 
'Tia bad to sip — and ;et to g 

Up sipping 8 worse ; wees 



Yet, still tenacious of my tea, 
I think the grocera send it me 
Quite pure, Ctis what they tuH so) 
Heedleu of warnings, still I get 
" Tea venienle ifie," et 
" Tea desedente," nlso. 
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ODE TO MT LOSB HIGH CHAVCKLLOR. 

(By His Poet-Laureate.) 

Set to Music and Sung hy hu Lordihip** Servants^ 
at the Chapely on Thursday, the IQth of May, 

'* A lass is good, and a glass is good. 
And a pipe to smoke in cold weather ; 

The King is good, and the People are good. 
And we're all good fellows together." 

NiPPBRKIN. 

The C0eLtt is gcK)d, the Report is good, 

And so is Solicitor Wether ; 
The Chancellor *s good, and Equity's good, 

And they're all good fellows together. 

Large fees are good, and sham pleas are good, 
Aiid have lasted a pretty good season ; 

The suitors are good, and their patience is good, 
And delay 's the *' perfection of reason." 

CHORISTERS. 

The Court is good, the Report is good. 

And so is Solicitor Wether ; 
The Chancellor *s good, and Equity *b good. 

And they're all good fellows together ! 



THE 8TEAH-B0AT. 



If tmaek to London thou wouldst wish to go, 
TheB, gentle reader, go not in a smack, 

Bteanse accommodation 's but so-so. 
And if the wind 's not f«k) tdoA t»xi\raX \»^*- 
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And if (as sometimes does) it comes to blow. 
Long sickness makes thee wish that thou wert 
back; 
So, taking all things into view, I deem 
Thy best and wisest plants to go by steam. 

Four guineas and a half the cabin fare ; 

And when thy parting friends sigh out farewell^ 
The wish is granted. Seated on thy chair, 

Wh^ sounds the breakfast or the dinner-beU, 
With roasted, boiPd, and bak*d, I know not where 

Thou couldst fare better, save in an hotel : 
But men of moderate incomes it don*t suit 
To pay maids, waiters, and somewhat to boot* 

Her library has standard works — with those 
Of Byron, Campbell, Scott, — the mighty three ; 

Upon its shelves, die authors that repose 
Of rank more varied than her inmates be ; 

Fast by the Scottish novels show their nose — 
In native co//', of viilgar pedigree — 

Sir Andrew Wylie and his brethren — rife 

With all that's low in language and in life. 

But I am wandering widely from my theme ; 

Digression is a growing fault, I find ; 
So to the point again. I sing of steam ; 

Our bark glides swiftly wi& or without wind ; 
On the calm sea, while other vessels seem 

Like sleeping turtles, lingering far behind, 
She rushes onward with un^acken'd speed, 
And passengers who will not sleep, must read. 

Her mighty engine wheels with splash and splutter. 
And power of hundred Yvonea cWn\ the ocean ; 
CTis pity that such chuTrttQgm«>wftTMi\wX\ei'C\ , 
On, on she sweeps, with NibxaUxTj xna^on., , 
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Much &»Ua than a pleoniK-biMt or cutttr; 

And, ret, Tor all her apwd, I have a nodon 
She would not " walk the oatm" id high g*les 
!Jo well u vessels fitted with good sails. 

Harb to the summona, " Dinner's on the taUa I" 
Hark to the clattering of the knives and fork*— 

The Tiding uproar of the ocean Babel ; 
The onl; silent one is he that works, 

Sbulling hia mouth as fast as he is able ! 
While ever and anon the starting colkg 

Pir'd in four face b; furious gingei.beer, 

Cause sudden sUcla of momentary feai. 

But hapless he, the wight whose lot is cast 
Before a mighty round of corned beef ; 

He, luckless uretch, must help himself (he last, 
Hia time of eating, (cmi, be very brief. 

And half the diahea Irom the board be past. 
Ere general laate yet sated, gives relief; 

Wam'd by his fate, choose thou positloa where 

Potatoes only claim thy humbler care. 



Sea-aicknesa comes, for which then . .. 

Not ev'n the Halm of Oilead, curmg all 
Our other ilia — alike, in ilorm or calm. 

It baffles human aid, and you may call 
Poi uu);ht that medicine has an and pan In, 
You'll find 'tis all ray eye and Betty lUartm 



And tbroagh her treaiea, la the wiaLe w'«A» »*>^ 
She leva above the wave Uke Axoo^Vn^'^w'^ ''• 



1(M THV CO»rMdir-PI.A€E B06K 

" And duU were he that heedless pass'd her byj" 
Nor handed her a chair, and brought a pillow ! 
^Tis strange, a meal prevented from digesting, 
Should make a woman look so interesting ! 

She seems so hdpless, and so innocent. 

Still as a lake beneath the summer even ; 
A bright and beautiful embodyment 

Oi calm and peace, and aU we dream of hea- 
ven: 
A sight to shake an anchorite or saint. 

'Gainst Beauty's smiles successful who have 
striven ? 
A pretty woman, like a sight of wonder. 
Makes men turn up their eyes like dudes in tfaun« 
der. 

The bark is at Blackwall ; and so adieu ! 

My song and subject cease together there.— 
Oh ! wonder-working steam, what thou may'st do, 

Where's the prophetic spirit to declare ? 
By thee we make broad doth, hatch chickens too ; 

We roam the seas, we yet may traverse air ; 
Nay, do not laugh, if I should fondly dream, 
We yet may manufacture poems by steam ! 



PARSOTfS THC ACTOR, AND THE LION. 

Parsons, so long on London's comic stage, 
Rank'd with the foremost actors of his age, 

Par humour bold, original, and true, 
la early days was tossM abo\x\.\)7 ^«Xj&^ 
Through every change of thai iptecwtvoT» ^^»^fc 
Which marks the fortune o€ a «Msaaaw% ««« 



\ 



Willi ludi k tn>M be qiurtet'd once at hyna. 
The lown mu full of buttle,. Bpirit, dio, 

And iDUiy in object to surpriu and sewe : 
Among the reat, to aid the mingled roar. 
Bean, tilers, liona, a tremendous bCoic, 

With all liie vnideii of a coimtrf tair. 

Bedi were so laaee 'mid audi a numerous heap. 
That Parsons nith a friend wss forc'd la sleep 

At Ibe ume inn where stood the mimic stage. 
The savage breed were in the space below, 
AH rane'd in oidei for the morning show, 

And hovling seienades ftom c^ to cage. 

Wearied at last by all this hideous sound, 
Our tHends had sunk into a sleep profound, 

M'hen, just at one o'cloclc, portentous hour '. 
Parsons was ^tly putl'd, and, with a groan. 
His friend inform'd him in a whispering lone. 

To save their lives was not in fortune's power. 

At first he thought some danger might be near. 
But loon Bccus'd his trembling friend of feai. 

The wild illusimi of a slumbering brain. 
>' For Ueaven's sake, hush I" with moans the otha 



My fool, this moment, louch'd his shaggf mane." 

Parsons asuil'd this panie with a jest, 
But all his spordve sallies more disCress'd 

His wretched friend ; who answer'd, with a iigh, 
" 'Tis not a phantom, cODJur'd up hj fear, 
Alasl I'm certain there's a lion here t 

But, if you're mad, put down your fool and ti^." 
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Tho* the poor man seem'd torturM on the rack. 
Resolved, however, the point to ascertain, 
He stretchM his leg, to find the shaggy maSie, 

But straight, in silent horror, drew it back. 

Too well assur*d his friend was in the right. 
He felt the danger now with equal fright, 

And both, indeed, were sunk in deep dismay ; 
Afraid to stay, yet more afraid to go. 
Lest motion should but rouse the sleeping foe. 

And mom soon light him to his'helpless prey. 

Some hours they passM in this disastrous state. 
Dumb, almost breathless, brooding o^er their fate. 

Their fears increased each time they heard the 
clock, 
Liest it should break the monster's dread repose. 
When, as new terrors with the day arose. 

The door alarm*d them with a sudden shock. 

As if a peel of thunder shook the room. 
The sound appear*d the signal of their doom. 

Nor dar*d they raise their heads to eye the door ; 
The beast seemM moving, as if just awake. 
And, with redoubled horror, made them quake. 

When hark I a knock much louder than before. 

While lost in wild suspense, a heavier knock 
Sent to their palpitating hearts a shock, 

And seem*d the. crisis of their fate to bring : 
Again they thought the beast began to stir. 
And drew more distant from his dreadful fur, 

Expecting every moment he would spring. 

"^e door was openM, and with ea^ex %tBse^ [ 

■^ baiter now appHwdi'd the fihu^^^wa%\.«tt^ 
-^d aak*d them why inhoitow Oq»* \hs^ '^wj'^ j 
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With broken whispers they reyealM the case, 
He started as if death were in the place, 
And straight on tiptoe stole in haste away. 

The news like lightning o'er the mansion spread. 
And tho' it struck the stoutest there with diead. 

At once they all in search of weapons flew ; 
Together to the chamber then they bend, 
To save poor Parsons and his wretched friend. 

Firmly resolv'd the monster to subdue. 

But when they saw the door, the hostile band, 
Aw*d by the danger, made a solemn stand. 

While thus they paus*d, with apprehension pale, 
A Serjeant bold, who sent the waiter there. 
Now seiz*d the direful cause of all their care, 

A hairy knapsack^ — and so ends the tale. 



THE GOUTY MERCHANT AWD THE STRANGER. 

In Broad-Street Buildings, on a winter night. 
Snug by his parlour-fire, a gouty wight 
Sat all alone, with one hand rubbing 
His leg rolled up in fleecy hose, 
Wliile t'other held beneath his nose 
The Public Ledger, in whose columns grubbing, 
He noted all £e sales of hops. 
Ships, shops, and slops. 
Gum, galls and groceries, ginger, gin. 
Tar, tallow, turmeric, turpentine, and tin, 
When, lo ! a decent personage in black 

Enter'd, and most politely Bud^ — 
^* Your footman^ sir, has gone Yds ni^VV^ >xa^ 
To the King's Head, 



♦» 
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And left your door ajar, whiA I 
Obsenr^d in passing bj, 
And thought it neig^ibourly to give yon notice.* 
'^ Ten Siousand thanks — ^how very few get, 

In time of danger. 
Such kind attentions fnm a stranger I 
Assuredly that fellow's throat is 
Doom'd to a final drop at Newgate. 
He knows too, the unconsdonable elf, 
That there's no soul at home except myself." 
" Indeed !" replied the stranger, looldng grave-~ 

^* Then he's a double knave ; 
He knows that rogues and thieyes by scores 
Nightly beset unguarded doors ; 
And see how easily might one 
Of these domestic foes. 
Even beneath your very nose, 
Perform his knavish tricks. 
Enter your room as I have done. 
Blow out your candles — thus — and thus— 
Pocket your silver candlesticks. 
And walk off- — thus." 
So said, so done — ^he made no more remark, 
Nor waited for replies. 
But march'd off with his prise. 
Leaving the Gouty Merchant in the dark. 



THE BURNING OF DRURY LANE THEATRE. 

From " Rejected Addressa.^* 

As Chaos, which, by heavenly doom. 
Had slept in everlasting gloom. 
Started with terror and surprise, 
When light first fla&Vi'd u\)on her eyes, 
So London's sons in Ti\|gi\tcw^ ^^* 
In bedgown woke Yiex dAsm&A, 
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For ahauU wen hend 'mid &e knd amoke. 
And twice ten himdted voieea apoke, 

"■■■rhe Playhouse ia in fiatnoi !" 
And to ! wheie Catheriae Stxett extendg, 
A Serf Uil lU lustre lends 

To every window puie i 
Blushes each spout in Manlet Couit, 
And Barbican, motheUen fort. 
And Covent Uaideo kennels, sport 

A bright ensuieuinM drain : 
Meux'9 new bcewhmise shows the light, 
Rowland Hill's chapel, and the height 

Where patent shot they sell : 
The Tennis Court, so fair and tall. 
Partakes the ray, with Surgeons' Hall, 
The ticket-porters' house of call, 
Old Bedlam close by Ixindon Wall, 
Wright's shrimp and oyster shop willjal, 

And Richardson's Hotel. 
Nor these alone, but far and wide 
Across the Thames'a gleaming tide, 
To distant fields the blaze was borne, 
And daisy white aud hoary thorn 
In borcow'd lustre seem'd to sham 
The rose or red sweet Wil-li^^am. 

To those who on the hills around 

Beheld the flames from Druiy's mound. 
As tnnn a lofty ^lar rise ; 

It seem'd that nations did conspire 

To offer to the god of fire 
Some vast stupeiHious sacrifice t 
The summon'd firemen woke at call, 
And hiad them to their stations all. 
Starting from short and broken anooze. 
Each sought his paiiderov3isho\mB!i!t:il.^Q«> 
Sat Snt his worsted hosen p\v(^, 
Pluab bKecbei next in cnmnon &^c^ 



Mis netbei bulk embroc'd ; 
Then jacket thick of red ot blue, 
Whose miiBBj sboulder gave to view 
The badge of each respective crew, 

The engines thunder'd thro" the street, 
Fite-hook, pipe, bucket, ali cumpleu. 
And torthes glared, and clattering feet. 
Along the pavement pac'd. 

And (me, the lewla of the band, 
Fmm Charing Crtna along Che Strand, 
Like stag bj beaglei hunted hard. 
Ran till he stopp'd at Vin'gar ¥aid. 
The burning ludge his ^oukier bofe« 
The belt and oil-skin hat he voce, 
The cane be had his men to bang, 
Show'd foiemaa of the British gang. 
Hii name was HiagiobotttHu i now 
"Til meet that I should tell fou how 

The others came in view j 
The Hand-inland the raee begun. 
Then came the Phcenix and the. Sun, 
The Bxchange, when old insuien raa, 

The Eagle, where the new : 
With ihew came Ruinford, Bumbrd, Cote, 
BAbins irom Hockle; in the Hole, 
LawiOD and Uawsoti, cheek by jowl, 

Crump from 81. Oiles'a Pound 1 
Whitford and Mitford join'd tbe Inln, 



Before the plug w 
Hobaon azid JobiOD did not aleep, 
Btit ^1 no aop^J couUidte^ na^ 
For both were in the Donym Smcq 

Of Biideweirs sJownj totobA\ 



or ajTUomotn mibtkt. I] 

B'cii.HiggiiiboUom now wu pm'd. 
For ndder scene wu ne'ei duclna'd ; 
Without, within, in hidonig »bow. 
Devouring Buata ngiitleu glow. 
And blauns nfltn dowowatd go. 
And nerei baUoo " Heads bdow I" 

Not notice give at all : 
The flcemeo, temfied, are slow 
To bid the pumping tcnent flow, 

For fesi the roof should foU. 
Back, Kobing, back 1 Crump atand aloof ! 
-~ Wbitfotd, keep near the walls 1 
, Hagoins, regard jour own behoof, 
For lo I the blaiing rocking roof 
Down, down in thunder falls ! 
An awful pause auccecdi the itnike. 
And o'er Ale ruin's volutn'd smoke, 
Rolling around its pitchy ihioud, 
Conceai'd them from th' aslonisb'd crowd. 
At length the mist awhile was clear'd. 
When lo ! amid the wreck npreir'd, 
Gradual a moving bead apppir'd. 

And E^le fiitinen knew 
'Twas Joseph Muggins, name rerered. 

The foieman of their crew. 
Loud shouted all in sign of woe, 
"A Muffins to (he rescue, ha '." 

And poui'd the hissing tide; 
Meanwhile the Alu^ins fought amain, 
And strove and struggled all in vain. 
For rallying but to fall again. 
He totter'd, sunk, and died 1 

Did none allempt, before be AH, 
To succour one they lov'& low^t 
Xta, Higgiobottoni did urai« 
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His brother chief to save ; 
But ah ! his reckless generous ire 

ServM but to share his grave ! 
'Mid blazing beams and scalding streams. 
Thro' fire and smoke he dauntless broke, 

Wliere Muggins broke before ; 
But sulphury stench and boiling drench 
Destroying sight, Verwhelm'd him quite. 

He sunk to rise no more. 
Still o'er his head, while Fate he brav'd, 
His whizzing water.pipe he wav'd ; 
" Whitford and Mitford ply your pumps ; 
You, Clutterbuck, come stir your stumps. 
Why are you in such dolefid dumps ? 
A fireman and afraid of bumps ! 
"Wliat are they fear'd on ? fools ! 'od rot em ! 
Were the last words of Higginbottom. 



>t 



FROM A LOUKOER's POETICAL JOURNAL. 

I ROSE this morning about half past nine. 
At breakfast coffee I consumed /M)Mr quatre, 
Unnumber'd rolls enrich'd with marmalade fine, 
And little balls of butter dish'd in water. 
Three eggs, two platefuls of superb cold chine 
(Much recommended to make diin folks fatter) ; 
And having thus my ballast stow'd on board, 
Roam'd forth to kill a day's time like a lord. 

How I contriv'd to pass the whole forenoon, 
I can't remember though my life were on it ; 
/ helped O. T. in jotting of a tune. 
And hinted rhymes to G— s iox «i «oravfii\ 
Call'd at the Knox's shop m^ M\s«^«2^!wnv« 
And heard her ipsa dixit on a )aoimfiX \ 
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Then washed my mouth with ices, tarts, and flum- 
meries. 
And ginger-beer and soda, at Montgomery's. 

Down Princess Street I once or twice paraded, 

And gazed upon these same eternal faces ; 

Those beardless beaux and bearded belles, those 

faded 
And flashy silks, surtouts, pelisses, laces ; 
Those crowds of clerks astride on hackneys jaded. 
Prancing and capering with notarial graces ; 
Dreaming enthusiasts, who indulge vain whimsies. 
That they might pass in Bond Street or St. James's. 

I saw equestrian and pedestrian vanish — 

One to a herring in Ids londy shop. 

And some of kind gregarious and more clannish. 

To club at Waters' for a mutton chop ; 

Myself, resolv'd for once my cares to banish. 

And give the Cerberus of thought a sop. 

Got Jack's, and Sam's, and Dick's, and Tom's 

consent. 
And o'er the mound to Billy Yoimg's we went. 

I am not nice, I care not what I dine on, 
A sheep's head or beef-steak is all I wish ; 
Old Homer ! how he lov'd the i^vOoof o«ov,* 
It is, the glass that glorifies the dish. 
The thing that I have always set my mind on, 
(A small foundation laid of fowl, flesh, fish). 
Is out of bottle, pitcher, or punch-bowl. 
To suck reviving solace to my soul. 

liife's a dull, dusty desert, waste and drear. 
With now and then an oasis between, 
Where palm-trees rise, and fo\xti\A\xv& ^^SKav%^^s.< 
Bunt 'neath the shelter of tha\.\eai^ ^ci&<tTk\ 
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Haste nof your pftrtiiig steps wfaen such aj^^ear. 
Repose, ye weary travellers, on the gre^ : 
Horaoe and Milton, Dante, Bums, and Schiller, 
Dined at a tavern — when Uiey had " the siller." 

And ne*er did poet, epical or tragical. 
At Florence, London, Weimar, Rome, Maybole, 
See timers dark lantern glow with hues more magi- 
cal 
Than I have witnessM in the Coffin-hole. 
Praise of antiquity a bam and fudge I call, 
Ne*er past the present let my wishes roll ; 
A fig for all comparing, croaking grumblers, 
Hear me, dear dimpling Billy, bring the. tumblers. 

Let blank verse hero, or Spenserian rhjrmer. 
Treat Donna Musa with Chateau-margout, 
Chateau-la-filte, Johannisberg, Hocheimer, 
In taU outlandish glasses green and blue, 
^Thanks to my stars, myself, a doggrel-chimer, 
Have nothing with such costly tastes to do ; 
My Muse is always kindest when I court her 
0*er whisky-punch, gin-twist, strong-beer, or por<« 
ter. 



THE COCKITET FOWLERS. 



Young Billy Button and Tim Tagg, 
Two Cockne3rs of no small renown, 
Equipt with powder, gun, and bag. 

Took lodgings at an inn near town : 
Intending there to pass the night, 
And wait the earliest dawn o^ ^vy^ 
When through the fields, aa sooa a&\M^t» 
^Diejr safely might pursue lii^ 'w*?* 
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Our heroes, mute as any mouse, 

Trudged slowly on, — straight something white. 
Majestic sailing round the house^ 

Struck fuU on their astonished sight. 

" Vy, that's a Yoodcock vitch I spy. 

Or some sich sort of that there game,** 
Says Tagg ; then charging quick^ let fly, 

And doAdly certain was his aim. 
The victim fell, Tagg breathless ran 

With swelling crest to seize his prize ; 
Oh ! guess his panic if you can : 
' He saw a brace of goggle-eyes. 
Quite fTighten*d"at its monstrous head, 

Its mournful screams, and visage grim ; 
Tagg roar*d, and fainted ; Button fled. 

Exclaiming: "Oh! the Cherubim !'* 

" O lawk ! O lawk ! unlucky chase ! 

He did not mean it; O poor Tim !** 
'^ Why, what*s all this ?** cries Boniface ; 

" O lawk ! he*s shot a cherubim !** 
Mine host and wife with solemn face, 

Came forth with broomsticks and a Hght ; 
And both ran trembling to the place, 

Where lay poor Tagg in piteous plight. 
They set the lantern on the ground ; 

They heard, at times, a dismal howl : 
When, searching near the spot, they found 

The lovely cherub wasr— ^» Owl 
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THE FRIEND OF HUMANITY AND THE 
KNIFE-GRINDER. 

IN ENGLISH SAPPHICS. 



Friend of Humanity. 

" Needy Knifcgrinder, whither are you going ? 
Rough is the road, your wheel is out of order — 
Bleak blows the blast ; — your hat has got a holein't. 

So have your breeches ! 



(t 



Weary Knife grinder ! little think the proud 



ones, 



Who in their coaches roll along the turnpike- 
Road, what hard work 'tis crying all day, ' Ejiives 
and 

Scissors to grind, Oh 1' 

" Tell me. Knife-grinder, how came you to grind 

knives ? 
Did some rich man tyrannically use you ? 
Was it the squire ? or parson of the parish ? 

Or the attorney ? 

'^ Was it the squire for killing of his game ? at 
Covetous parson, for his tithes distraining ? 
Or roguish lawyer made you lose your little 

All in a lawsuit ? 

*'*' (Have you not read the Rights of Man, by Tom 
Paine?) 
lyropa o/* compassion tremble on tn^ e^e\\d« 
Heady to /all, as soon as you Y\ave loVdi ^o\a. 

Pitlixil sloii?* 
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" Stonr I Ood bleu you I I have none to 
Only nat night a-'dnnking at the Cheque 
Tbil poor old hat and breechci, at you u 



" Contabks came up for to lake me into 
Cunody i they took me before the Justice t 
Justice Oldmixoa put me iu the pulah- 

-Stocks for a vagnnl. 

" I should beglad to drink your Honour'a healdi in 
A pot of beer, if you will give me aixpenee i 
But for my part, I nerer love to meddle 

With poIiUca, sir." 

Friend of Humimily. 
"/ give thee wipence ! I will »ee thee hang'd first — 
Wretch ! whom do sense of wrongs can louse to 

vengeance- 
Sordid, unfeeling, lepniliate, d^raded, 

Spiritloa outcast I" 

(Kidci lAf Knije-griiidtr, tnerlarmhit aihed,and 
die in a Irantport of republiiMi ent/mtiaim ani 
univcrtat philaHihropj/.J 



« aBAKBPEAftE. 



To buy, or not to buy f thu is the queMkm i 
Whether to lire coatentedly wiOnn 
The uaaty limits of a narrow income. 
Or makt a stand against iacreu\n% &«>Ma, 



Inatanlij lo i>e raaae , to run the haiard ? 
Perchanct to gam ? ay there's the lucky bit — 
For ui that whed what to our ehaie may aam, 
When the safe number 'b ehuffled to Ihe lut. 
Must give us hope ; there's the great odds 
That maket a ticket so much vmh the purchase : 
For who would bear the deainew of the times, 
The oppFcsalie tax, the tndemian's ctneoage, 
The sharae of refui'd credit, the law's arreit. 
The insolence of duos, and the base 'vantage 
That griping lenders of the borrower take, 
When he himself might an estate secure 
With a ban siiteenA ? who to a rack-rent faltn 
Would toil and sweat under a lordlr ueward. 
But that (he dread of(ev'n on tbe&stdajr's draw- 
ing) 
A fatal black ! whose cruel disappointment 
No adventurer survivo, shuts up the piu-se. 
And makes us rather bear our present losses. 
Than feel still greater that we dream not of; 
For gambling doth make spendthrifbi of us idl, 
Atid, though the-pufling schemes of every office 
Be pasted up with the broad glare of cajAtals, 
Vc( the fur (hanee of plodding induslry 
In the long run shall turn up richer priies j 
Nor honesty its labour lose— 
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A KINO OF FRANCE AND THE FAIR LADY 
AT BATTLEDORE AND SHUTTLECOCK. 

A KING of France, upon a day, 
With a fair lady of his court. 
Was pleasM at battledore to play-— 



A very fashionable sport. 



Into the hotom of this fair court dame, 

Wliose whiteness did the snow's pure whiteness 

shame. 
King Louis, by an odd mischance, did knock 

The Shuttlecock ; 
Thrice happy rogue^ upon the down of doves. 
To nestle with the pretty little loves. 

^' Now, Sire, pray take it out,'* quoth she. 
With an ardi smile. — But what did he ? ' 

What ? what to charming Modesty belongs ! 
Obedient to her soft command. 
He raised it — ^byt not with his ?uind ! 

No, marvelling reader, but the chimney tonga. 

What a chaste thou^t in this good King ! 

How clever ! 
When shall we hear again of such a thing ? 

Lord! never. 
Now were our princes to be pray*d 
To such an act by some fair maid, 

1*11 bet my life not one would mind it ; 
But handy, without more ado^ 
The youth^ would search the \>oeoai iKro^ ^ 
AlHumgh it took a day to %ii<dL \\.\ 
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THE CAAELESS COUPLE. 

Jenny is poor, and I am poor; 

Yet we will wed — so say no more ; 

And should the bairns you mention come, 

(As few that many but have some) 

No doubt but Heay*n will stand our friend. 

And breads as well as children^ send. 

So fares the hen, in farmer's yard, 

To live alone she finds it hard ; 

I*ve known her weary every daw 

In search of com amongst the straw ; 

But when in quest of nicer food, 

She ducks amongst her chirping brood ; 

With joy IVe seen that self-same hen 

That soratch'd for one, could scratch for ten. 

These are the thoughts that make me wiUing 

To take my girl without a shilling ; 

And for the self-same cause, d^ye see, 

Jenny's resolv*d to marry me ! 



THE miser and the DFKTISE. 

The Miser Sherdi, on his sick-bed lying, 
Affrighted, groaning, wheezing^ praying, aighiog. 

Expecting ev^ry hour to lose his breath— 
Enter a Dervise— " Holy Father, say. 
As life seems parting horn this sinful clay. 

What can preserve me from the jaws of Besth ?" 

^^A ^sacrifice, dear son— -good joints of meat, 
Oflambf and mutton, fos t\iQ'Pi\«iX«ciii¥Q(QR\ 
Nay, fyrm the Koran cSiOTildBt i!lci.ou.\infi»T9gc»x^ 
^'^ase iines may powSAy thy \jft«»*Sa.T»!ttiite?^ 



■'"niankTe, dear Pktherf^iNihan said tmm^ s 
Your cmmKl hmahtady giv'D me eaac : 

Now, ■■ mj iheep ace all a gnat way off, 
L^ qnote onr hoi j JTorao, if you pleaw." 



A veXEB PI NO ABIC. 

A Puntek's de*il in a oounliy town — 

Hk name ? Why whether he had one at aU 
I ihinlc la almiMt needleaa lo act down- 
But Bay 'twas Peter PuU or Sammy Hawl — 
No mallei whidi — 
Had got the iteh ; 
(Forgive me, Ladies, fra bo foul a name,) 
A very merry, scraiching, gay disease, 
airing die fiDgeia plenty of good game, 
But which had the misfortune not to please 
Our printer's devil, 



Chiefly becsme tiie Ussea Icwk 
And turning up their nosa, seem'd to say. 
Sir, keep Bway, 
We de not' like the initniment you play j 
It ln» be very airy, and all that, 

But pray excuse ui, for we do not yearn 

FnHn your fair hands to leain 
The S<attisli fiddle gamut. Sir, tbat's-Aat. 

Annoy'd at this, he wmt to Doctor Slop, 
And IVom that leam'd apotbecsry's shop 
He got a salve eompot'd of tfainga expedient 
All tiiillation to dilie dean kuk^ \ 
What was the recipe I camuAVKf-, „ __ 
But biiiDstoae wm, i'm wie, a t>™»» mwiwataii- 
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Being rabbM up, right skilfully no doubt. 
He paid his twopence, and walkM out 

Into the street. 
Where he an old acquaintance chanced to meet. 
Pho t pho ! exdaimM his friend, you smell 
Just as if newly *scaped from hell ; 

What's this, what's this ? 
Why, said the anointed man with knowing phiz, 
What is there strange in this affair, I pray ? 
You know my trade, and in the name of thunder, 

Where is the wonder. 
That I, a devil, should smell of brimstone, eh ? 



A HEW MODE TO ESCAPE BEIKO ROBBED ; 

Oa THE IRISH WAT OF GIVING ALL 

TO SAVE THE REMAINDER. 

Once on a time, 'tis said, that Hounslow Heath 
Was by a gang of robbers sore infested. 
Who with the sword of justice boldly jested. 

Till Mister Kirby's necklace stopp'd their breath. 

Three doughty Officers of Volunteers, 

Knights of the thimble (fame reports) and sheers. 
Stopping at Hounslow in a chaise and pair, 

Ask'd fiercely if the Heath was safe from thieves,-— 
" Yes, Sir," replied the Ostler, «' I believes ; 

^^ Besides— What needs such warlike gemmen care?" 

The Ostler had a friend that lurk'd at hand 

A tribute-gatherer upon the road — ^no worse ; 
Who, viewing slily this redoubted band. 
Swore each should pay lYve/orc' d loanci^Vvv&i^Mtse^ 
Or put (to speak more like a TpoUxidMv> 
TbeUr money in a state of re^uisitwii I 



Any then lode be on Id wiit his pre)' ; 

The henKB pud their score, mod on went Ihej, 

But, ere the; half the Heath had crou'd. 



" Thu nwd is dreadfully b; rogue* besel ; 
And, chough Euch valiant men deapiM all ftar, 
" Peihapa you'll be in danger if you're piec" 



*^ Why, Oenunen," said the rogue, and ghow'd a 

" Best leave your cub with me ; I'll tell you 

that," 
■ ' What I alt our money F Nay, for goodneu 

hold." 
" Yes, all — Quiclc, <iuick !" replied the rogue ; 

" your gold '. 
" Make haale 1 your watches too mtist be unfbbb'd ; 
"Or, d 1 bum me, Sirs, but you'll be lobb'dil" 



— But bleu me ! what ! two Nondescripts toge- 
ther! 
The Slir, A pile of riband, iltaw, and fealhet; 
Her back a pillion, all above and on it — 
A cburch-bell? cradle? lower? do, faillil a bon- 

Ay, and an actual woman in it — able. 

Route but her tongue, to ttnke thw. una 'v'%^f£<~ 
Kow for the He, the felk™ Noniwcri^ 
WAence hn that inoeteij ot «»&■«*» *[i^^ 
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Has Ross, or BueHaii, biought himlo console 
The Quidnuncs for the passage to .the Pole ? 
Wliile on her icebe^ hovis .some Gze^iland 

squaw, 
Robb*d of her pretty monster till next thaw ! 
No ; Paris has the honpur,-^'^^K ^ue ouV^ 
*•*' Kot2d,-~the airr grace, shrug, smell ^ Paris / 
France gave his step its trip, his tongue its phrase. 
His head its peruke, and his waist its stays ! 
The thing is contraband. Let's crush the trade; . 
Ladies insist onH ; all is best home-made, 
All British, from your shoe-tie or your fim, 
Down to that necessary brute, call'd man ! 
Now for the compound creature, — first, the wig, 
With every frizzle striving to look big ; 
On the rouged cheek the ^esh-dy'd whisker spread. 
The thousandth way of dressing a calTs head. 
The neckcloth next, where starch and whalebone vie 
To make the slave a walking pillory. 
The bolstered bosom, ah ! ye envying fair. 
How little dream you of the stuff that's there ! 
What straps, ropes, steel, the aching ribs compiess. 
To make tne Dandy — ^beautifully less ! 
Thus fools, their final stake of folly cast. 
By instinct to strait waistcoats come at last. 
Misjudging Siakspeaxe,. this escaped thine eye — 
For, though the brains are out, the thing won't die ! 



THE APPARITION. 



'TwAS silence, all, the rising moon 

With clouds had veiTd \iex \i%\il \ 
The dock struek twelve, iR\ien,\o\ \ «w» 
A very chilling sight. 



Pale M > nUHr-baH mi 

Like icicki iu hair i 

For mBntle It appeu'd 

A sheet of ic« to wei 



Al iMt 1 cried, " Pray wlio are you. 

And whilhei do you go ?" 
Methonght tlie Pbintom tliaa replied, 

>' Mf name is Sal)}' Snow. 

" My Fallier is the Northern Wind, 

SJy Mother's name nan Water, 
Old Parson Winter married them, 
■ And I'm thdi hopeful Daughter i 

" I have a lover, Jaoky Front, 
My Dad the match condemns ; 

I've TUD from home, to-night, to meet 
My Love upon the Thames." 

I Btopp'd alias Snow in her disci^rse, 

Thb answer just to cast in, 
"J hope, if John and you unite, 



" Beudea, if you should marry him. 
You never would do well, oh ! 

For I know Jacky Frost to be 
A very tlippers fellow." 

She sat her down before iie fce.\ 
Jif wonder now iQcw«ie«i 
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For she I took to be a maid, 
Now tumbled ink) piecet* 

For " air, thin air,** did Hamlet's Ghost 
His form at cock-crow barter ; 

But what I saw, and now describe, 
Resolved itsdf to Water. 



PATIENCE. — A TALE. 

*TwAS at some country place, a parson, preaching, 
The virtue of long suffeiunce was teadiing ; 

And so pathetically did exhort 

His listening congregation, and, in short. 
Discourse so much of Job, and how he bore, 

With such exceeding pleasantry, his woes ; 

Faith, 'twas enough to make a man suppose 
Job wish'd for more. 

Meaning, perhaps, that since 'tis plain 
How needlessly we grieve at pain. 

How would it be if man 

Pursued a diflerent plan. 
And were to laugh, and treat the matter lightly; 

And not, when tortur'd with the gout. 

To make wry faces, roar, and shout, 
But look agreeable and sprightly. 

" And pray, d'ye think, my dearest life, 
Exdaim'd the parson's wife. 
As after church they sat. 
In courteous chat, 
'^'That 'tis in human nature to endtme 
The sad extremity ot woe 
That Job, you say, did \mdctg,o ^ 
^Tia more than you CftT covdd do, Vm ««c 
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" M; dear," quoth be, " thu diflideiice 
Sbowi, let me tell jou, greu good wiue, 

A talent in your lei we seldom Bee ; 
And, doubtleai, the remuli w tnie, 
Aa tu as it extendi to yoa, 

Tho' not, I think, lo tne^ 

" No women, since the world began. 
Could bear miafortune like a man ; 

And in good truth, 'twixt joii and tne, 

And that without much vanity, 
I do conceire that 1 myaelf have Ehown 

That patience and tbst smoglh of mind 

Were not entirely confin'd 
To Job alone." 

Thus ujd the modest priest, and would hare wid 

But lor the sudden opening of the door ; 

When, out of breath, in stumps 

Hie downirfi servant, Numpat 
Hi> mouth wide open — on the panon gxlT^— 

Just hke the wight 

Who drew old Piiam'a cnrtaini in the nl^t 
To tell him Tioy was biasing; 

" Well, Numps, the matter ? apeak I irtiy look'M 

Has any thing gone wrong ?" Quoth Numps, " The 

" Whatl"cri«ilhe.pTieM;" the ale gone nur ?" 
(And then hia phiz began to lour). 
" Tum'd aour ? no, meaatcr, no," replied the fd. 

"ButjusCnov, aalwen^Vnuft, 
To lilt the eaak, awa,; rol\ed\ie. 
And all (he Jiquot*! ^ilt WoatA X^ib <afiQ«" 
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The fact was, Numps a cask of ale had staved : 
Now,' prithee, tell me how the priest behaved ? 

Did he pull off his wig, or tear his hair ? 
Or, like that silly fellow Job, 
Throw ashes on his head, or rend his robe ? 

Say, how did he this dire misfortune bear ? 
And thus, in voice of pious resignation, 
He to his man addressed this mild oration : 

*' May Ood confound thee, thou d — nM stupid bear, 
(The best of priests, you know, will sometimes 
swear) : 

Whati you must meddle, must ye. 

With the barrel, and be curst t*ye ? 
I wish thy paws were in the fire — odd rot 'em. 

Get thee down stairs, this instant, wretch. 

Or, by the living 6---d, I'll kick thy breech 
From top to bottom,*' 

" Nay, now, my dearest," cried the dame, 
/' Is this your patience ? — Fie for shame ! 

I b^ you'll recollect your text ; 

Job was not half so vext 
MHien he'd his sons and daughters to bewaiL" 

'' D — n all his sons and daughters, if you dboose: 

Answer me this, I say — Did Job e'er lose 
A barrel of such ale ?" 



ELEGIAC EXPOSTULATION TO AN UNFOIITU- 
' NATE TAILOR. 

^ Hei mlhi ! 

O THOU I whose visionary bills unpaid. 

Long as thy measure^ o'er ta^ ^wc^Mrt «\xckc&.\ 
Whose goose, hot-hissing lYuro* iYiem\dL\v\\^\.^fiD»ftL^ 
Distarbs the transport ot eadv wixct ^x^wa- 



The liber»l Uninga of that bnast iii 
Be tmilei, (ta brighta than thy buttoni, spread, 
And nobly scorn the vulgar hut of gold I 



H^ wumest orininB, alas 1 ate lat«. 
Refiect : didit thou e'er know a poet pay P 

ihopboaid ihe eternal liKh 
otiouB irom that sable ant 
En the iBcont pocbet Oy ? 
11 this empty purse of ml] 



Nm ot luuettled debtt agnu^ie ^*^- 
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There lords, and dukes, and mighty princes lie ; 

Nor on them canst thou for prompt pa3na[ient call« 
Why starts the big drop in thine anguished eye ? 

One honest, genuine bard is worth them all ! 

A common gannent, such as mortals wear, 
(Dull sons of clay, the ready price who give) 

Thou mad*st, and, lo ! it lasted one short year ; 
But in my garment thou shalt ever live. 

Time ne*er shall rip one consecrated seam 
Of doth, frmn Fancy *s loom, all superfine ; 

Nor shall I, cruel, haunt thy scoter dream, 
£*en when I dnsss thee in a suit divine. 

Let saffe Philosophy thy soul inform 
With strength heroic every ill to bear ; 

Not better broad-cloth braves the angry stoixn, 
And constant Patience is delightful wear. 

Be patient, then, and wise, nor meanly shrink 
Beneath Despondency^s tumultuous blast ; 

The reck*ning^y may come when least you think—* 
A joyful day — tho' miracles are past ! 



THE WELCOME AND UNWELCOME DECISIOlf. 

Once a Cockney and Yorkist maintain*d a dis* 

pute. 
Whether London or York was of oldest repute ; 
And the contest kept up, with a clamorous pother. 
About '' which Lonl Mayor took place of the other." 
When a wag, who stood by, took the ^art of the 
tvkCm 
Sayingy liondim $o York iRas Viv i«DQfcTi^'iiai»%>a»\ 
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And, thftt,' when theii chief magisantM met on the 

road, 
Never yet did the^r^ dare the last incommode ; 
As the law of the land, which. binds lords to obey. 
Makes the Lord Mayor of London turn out of the 

way ! 
At this sage arbitratioa so pleased was the dod, 
That the unipire, he swore, was a wolse mant by 

But the wag thus replyM, '•^ No great conjuror I ; 
For, without the black art, we this knot can untie ; 
And, before you exult, hear the reason, I pray. 
Why the Lord Mayor of London for yours must 

break w^: 
The former, when pleasM on a journey to fix. 
From the city sets out in his chariot and six ; 
While the latter, whose state you so boastfully brag 

on. 
His journey must take in the Yorkshire stage wag- 
gon; 
Which wags on^ by law, with its dignifyM load, 
Unimpeded ; while chariots turn out of the road !^* 
Poor Sapskull, thus craftily put to the blush. 
Thought, a badgering to *scape, 'twas the best wi^ 
to brush. 



THE TIKKEK AND MILLEA's DAUOSTSK— A 

TALE. 

The- meanest creature somevhat may contain. 
As Providence ne*ei makes a thing in va%n» 

Upon a day, a poor and trav'Uin^ TmVj&x^ 

On Forpune^B variouA tiickft a coTMXsnX^dE^adust.^ 
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Pass*d in some vUlage, near a Miller's door ; 
Where, lo ! hid eye did, most astonish*^ catch 
The Miller^s daughter peeping o*er the hatch, 

Deformed, and monstrous ugly, to be sure. 

Struck with th* uncommon form, the Tinker started. 
Just like a frightened horse, or murd*rer carted. 

Up gazing at the gibbet and the rope : 
Turning his brain about, in a brown study, 
(For, as I*ve said, his brain was not so muddy) 

" 'Sbud !'* quoth the Tinker, " I ha^e now some 
hope; 
^^ Fortune, the jade, is not far off, perchance**— 
And then began to mb his hands, and dance. 

Now all so full of love, o*erjoy*d he ran, 
£mbrac*d and squeezed Miss Grist, and thus began : 

^' My dear, my soul, my angel, sweet Miss Grist, 
Now may I never mend a kettle more. 
If ever I saw one like you before !*' 

Then, " nothing loth," like Eve, the nymph he 
kiss*d. 

Now, very sensibly indeed. Miss Grist 
Thought opportunity should not be miss*d. 
Knowing mat Prudery oft lets slip a joy ; 
Thus was Miss Qn»t too prudent to be coy ; 
For really 'tis with girls a dangerous farce. 
To flout a swain, when offeis are but scarce. 

She did not scream^ and cry, '' 1*11 not be woo*d ; 
Keep off, you smutty fellow-^on't be rude $ 
I*m meat for your superiors, Tinker.'* — yoy 
Indeed she treated not the Tinker to. 

Buty lo ! the damsel, w\^\\a Msa»\ ws^V^^^ 
SuSkr'd her Tinker lovex lo tofinwox. 
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Sweet kisfies cm her Up, a&d squeeze her hand. 
Hug her, and say the softest things unto her, 
Atid in Lovers plain and pretty luiguage woo her, 

Without a frown, or e^en a reprimand. 

Soon wcm, the Nymph agreed to join his hed. 
And, when the Tinker chose, to church he led. 

Now to the Father the hrisk Lover hy'd, 
/ Who at his noisy mill so husy ply'd, 
Grinding and taking handsome toll of com, ' 
Sometimes, indeed, too handsome to he borne. 

" Ho ! Master Miller !" did the Tinker say- 
Forth from his cloud of smoke the Miller came. 

" Nice weather, Master Miller— charming day— 
God^s very kind" — The Miller said the same, 

'' Now, Miller, possibly you may not guess 
At this same business I am come about : 

'Tis this, then — ^know, I love your daughter Bess: — 
There, Master Miller ! — now the riddle*8 ouU 

^^ I*m not for mincing matters, Lord ! d*ye see«- 
I likes your daughter Bess, and she likes me.'** 

'' Poh !** quoth the Miller, grinning at the Tinker, 
'' Thou dost not mean to marriage to persuade her ; 
Ugly as is the dev'l I needs must think her. 
Though^ to be sure, *tis said, 'twas me that mode 
her. 

" No, no; though she*smy daughter, I*m not blind : 
But, Tinker, what hath now ^^osaefts?^^! \s&x)^'^ 
Thou^rt the first offer sheYva» \aftX^\$^ Gaai— ^^ 
But tell me, Tinker, art thou toijJt ox Taafe.*^ 



X jmow It," quoth me Tinker, 



%% 



'* Her/ac«," quoth Grist, " is freclt 

flat; 
Her mouth as wide as that of my Toi 

And then she squints a thousand w 
Her waist, a corkscrew ; and her hair, 
A downright hunch of carrots on her I 

Why, what the devU is got into thy 

" No dev'l is in my sconce*** rejoined ' 
^*' But, Lord ! what's that to youy if 
her?*» 

" Why, man," quoth Grist, " she's f 
Show, 

And therefore sure I am that thou mi 
" Miller,"- repUed the Tinker, " right 

'Tis for that very things a Show, I i 
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Nor nobility^s shield can ward off the broad slur, 
But blots to their 'scutcheons will stick like a blur : 
And that history's page may the truth here decide, 
We*ll look back, and appeal to Lord Chancellor 

Hyde; 
Who, when Charles was restored to the sceptre and 

crown. 
On the woolsack, ^' with horn high exalted,*^ sat 

down. 
And it happ'd on those days when we prize r^al 

rule, 
That an honest old thump-cushion, call'd Doctor 

Bull, 
Who had preach*d for his king, ay, and pray'd like 

a saint, n 
For preferment petitioned, in language so quaint. 
Thai the mirth-loving monarch laugh'd loud at the 

letter. 
And swore that no bishop deserved a boon better ; 
So quickly comply'd with the doctor's demand, 
And sign'd him a benefice under his hand. 
But the haughty comuto who held the great seal, 
A march on his master had ventur'd to steal, 
And, before royal hands did the vic'rage convey. 
With his own had bequeathed the fat living away. 
So the doctor was robb'd of the royal donation, 
Nor could the king's hand cancel Hyde's presenta- 

ticm. 
Thus bau^'d, and quite beggar'd with waiting in 

town. 
On a benchi in the Park, the poor doctor sat down. 
Like a crest-fallen loser, when fleec'd by the winner. 
And lucklessly counting the trees for his dinner ; 
When putting his hand in his pocket perdiance. 
He took out Uie king's gcant) «X. \S[i<& \»iaEfik& ^fi«^ -^^ 

glance, 



..» Mc rmes nave uieir iroucs, u 89 

TRIKE, 

That the king was then coming ftom cos 
MHien the parson resolved to pluck up a 
And the state of his case to the monard 
For tho' pocketing horns to tame cuckd 
He determinM not tamely to pocket his 
So the king he accosted, with lowly sub 
And he said, ^* Though Pm lais'd, by 

commission. 
From poor hunible curate to rich master 
Nor plenty, nor peace, follows faster or t 
Lord Hyde, my dread liege, scarce your 

read, 
But a shadow they proved, for their sttl 

fled; 
He ihe fatling tithe pig for another had 
And, believe me, I stand a fair chance to 
For I dine with Duke Humphrey, excep 
If like Nebuchadnezzar, can dine upon f 
My last doit is spent, while, mv muAii*^ 
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A prebend or dean shall he 'stall thee outright, 
Or nenceforth bid the varlet ne'er come in my si^t." 
Not Hermes more swiftly could wing through the 

Than back did poor Bull to the Chancellor fly ; 
Who, bloated with pride, and with spleen over full, 
To the message reply 'd, ^^ So your name, friend, is 

Bull; 
Your cognomen's as grand as the great Capricorn's ! 
But, as you're a Bull, prithee, where are your 

horns ?" 
" My horns ?" quoth the doctor ; " you're full of 

your fun ; 
But your question I'll answer, in point, with a pun : 
I'm a Bull without horns, tho' my name you deride ; 
For the horns, 'tis well known, always go with 

the Hyde !" 
This stroke put an end to the Chancellor's prating, 
And he made Bull a Bishop, to 'scape a JSulhhait' 

ing. 



A TALE OF A TANKARD. 

No plate had John and Joan to hoard ; 

Plain folk in humble plight : 
One only tankard crown'd their board. 

And that was flll'd each night ! 

Along whose inner bottom, sketch'd. 

In pride of chubby grace, 
Some rude engraver's hand had etch'd, 

A baby Angel's face. 

John swallow'd, first, a mod'rate sup ; 

But Joan was not Uke JoY\n \ 
For, when her lips once toucVdi \3cv^ c«?^-» 
She BwlII'd till all was ^ive. 



Another card he playM ; 
And, where the Angel stood so plain, 
A devil got pourtray'd. 

Joan saw the honis, Joan saw the taU, 
Yet Joan as stoutly quaiTd ; 

And ever, when she seizM her ale, 
She cleared it at a draught. 

John starM, with wonder petrified! 

His hair rose on his pate. 
And — " Why dost guzzle now,*' he cri« 

'* At this enormous rate ?'* 

" O John," says she, " am I to blame ' 

I can*t, in conscience, stop : 
For, sure, *t would be a burning shame. 

To leave the Devil a drop !" 
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And make a jest of trifling things. 
Which rouse the gall of lords and kings, 

But never yet stirred mine ; 
And interchange a sportive thought, 
From fancy's storehouse, prompdy fraught, 

As wit gives zest to wine ; 

Before me push'd, in thrifty pace. 

One, whom I thought the self-same chase 

Had led in quest of me ; 
His shape, his dress, his gait the same ; 
As honest you'll excuse his name ; 

But I'd have sworn *twas he. 

But when, on shoulder I my hand ^ 

Clapp'd hard, to hring him to a stand. 

With—" How now, honest Ned !" 
He turn'd and frown'd, and silence broke. 
His cheek all pallid while he spoke. 

And mine suffus'd with red ! 

^' What means this freedom, sir P".-.'^ Oad so ! 
Your pardon, sir," says I — " I tiow 

We're all to error prone : 
My blind mistake with favour scan ; 
I took you for another man ; 

I've been to blame, I own.'* 

" Sir !" says the wight, with gallows brow. 
And sudi a cut-throat face, I vow, 

As made me almost quake ; 
'' I am not him you took me for ; 
So take more care in future— or. 

Beware your next mistake." 



« I thank you, sir; but fa\\h,''^ wc^^l^ 
" I took your worship, by tVie bye^ 



aw aspect, sir ! and why not mine r; 
" Dear sir," says I, " pray don't opine. 

That I am over nice ; 
But if, as one mistake I*ve ownM, 
An honest man, in you, I*ve found, 

IVe been mistaken twice !** 



AN IRISH BLUNDER, WITHOUT A 

Colonel Patrick O'Blaney, as 

teague 
As ever took snuff to repel pest or plague 
Having got a French snuff-box, of papier 
Which to open requirM much pains, do y 
Always kept a bent sixpence at hand in h 
And call'd it his key, by the which to nii 
As, by niggling and wedging it under the 
He came at his rappee, that was under it 
But one day, when he wanted a pinch Im 
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And, my hide-and-seek friend, I beg leave to remind 

That, the next time I want you, 1*11 know where 
to find ye." 



TO HADAME DE yiLLEOAOKOK. 

On the seizure of her clothes by the Customhouse 

Officers. 

Pardon, fair traveller, the troop 
That barred your wardrobe^s way ; 

Nor think your silks, your gown, and hoop. 
Were objects of thdr prey. 

Ah ! who, when authorized by law 

To strip a form like yours. 
Would rest content with what he saw, 

And not exert his powers ? 



THE MATERNAL PREDICTION. 

DOLLY DOVETAIL, a damsel of tear-sheet descent, 
On the best use of time most devoutly was bent. 
And her favours bestow'd on six lovers at least. 
Who performed husbands* duties without help of 

priest! 
For Doll was in keep with a wealthy Mjrnheer 
Wlio kept a great shop, too, of toys and Dutch 

gear; 
But oft stealing out when Vansplawken was busy, 
Danc*d her merry-go-rounds till her head was quite 

dizzy; 
And, what was still worse, \>e!tweeii fe'^otH. ^>ax "w^^ 

in. 
Her waiBtf late so taper, got wp \o\ifia ^Vki\ 



— ^^.-^ ^ wuwb XT* jr iiuccx- UUglll to pay II 

As 'twas plain as a pikestaff the boor 
31 ade a point to keep all that was Dot 
« Why, that's very true," said the ^ 

sigh; 
" But young Jack in the Box will sp< 

by; 
For I'm sure that his tongue will, b} 

such. 

That the rogue will speak Enfflish. bi 
Dutch!" 



THE Mussulman's pig. 

Thus says a prophet of the Turk 

" Good Mussulmen, beware of pork : 
There is a part in every swine 
No follower or friend of mine 
May taste, whate'er his indination, 
On pain of excommunication.'* 
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Whilst others «t the doctrine rail, 

And piously refuse the tail. 

Thus conscience freed from ev*ry dog, 

Mahometans eat up the hog. 

You laugh — 'tis well — the tale, apply'd. 

May make you laugh on t*otha side. 

Renounce the world, the preacher criea: 

We do, a multitude replies. 

Whilst one, as innocent, regards 

A snug and friendly game at cards ; 

And one (whatever you may say) 

Can see no evil in a play. 

Some love a concert, or a race ; 

And others shooting, or a chase. 

Revil'd and lov'd, renounced and followM, 

Thus, bit by bit, the whole is swallowM. 

Each thinks his neighbour makes too free. 

Yet likes a slice as well as he. 

With sophistry their sauce they sweeten. 

TOl quite from tail to mouth is eaten. 



THE' LAWYER. 

Similis simili gaudet. Phjeo. 

A KNOTTY point a lawyer had, 
Which no one e*er resolv*d ; 

He try'd Che bar, and e'en the bench — 
They're all in doubts involv'd* 

At length he recollected well. 
He had one friend behind— 

Old Satan had not yet been ask'd, 
Though always in his mind* 

Away the lawyer po&t& m Vvm\)&« 
With briefs unto the devil. 



n r — -" «cvcr part." 

«^'^«^" the lawyer cty'd: 
i 11 stay with aU my heart !" 

From that time forth the &«,„«. .j. 
And practU'd mighty wIS- 

Ihat ro,^, thrive iett in h-IL 

JCSTiriCATIOK.-^ H„aAI. TA, 

A -J "y nusbandman ; 
T„T?.Tt" 3"alify*d .; such. 
To suit his thrifty plan £ ^ 

One who was sparing at his meat. 
^ And spanng in his drinlr , ^ 



OF QtJMOaOUS POETRY. 205 

For bacon-rack was quickly shrunk, 

So well he'd fill his dish ; * 
And soon the cellar's stock was sunk, 

He*d drink so like a fish ! 

Which made Old Squeezum rail and rave 

Against his neighbour Muggs, 
To bubble him, like a lying knave. 

With three such d — d humbugs. 

You " never hungry ! ne'er athirst ! 

Of working never tir'd !'* 
I wish that both your skins had burst. 

Ere such a pest I hir'd. 

Hold, zur, says Hobnail, doant ye vly 

In such a deadly twoddle ; 
If Measter Muggs have tould a lie. 

Then vairly crack my noddle* 

Vor I do never hungry be. 

Before my guts 1 vill ;, 
And drowth do never trouble me, 

Before I gets a zwill ; 

And I did never work pursue. 

Till tir'd or overheated : 
Zo Measter Muggs have tould ye true. 

And you have not been cheated. 



A MEDICINE FOR THE LADIES. 

Miss Molly, a fam'd ioaat^ 'wiA^aa «oft^^«<sa^%> 
Had wealth and channs — -Wx. Oaeck. ^^ \i»^ "^ 
tongue! 



-J ^~J — 



But fail dear Molly provM a very wife^ i 
Excess of fondness did in time decline |j 
Madam loY*d money, and the knight kh 
From whence some petty discords wouldk 
As, "You're a fool I"— and, "You a 
wise I" 



Though he and all the world allowed her 
Her voice was shrill, and rather loud thai 
When she began, for hat and sword he'd 
Then, after a faint kiss, cry, " B'y, dear 
Supper and friends expect me at the Ros 
" And, what. Sir John, you'll get your us 
Go, stink of smoke, and guzzle nasty win 
Sure, never virtuous love was us'd like n: 
Offc, as the watchful bellman march'd his 
At a fresh bottle gay Sir John he found. 
By four the knight would get his busines 
And only then reel'd off, because alone. 
Full well he knew the i1rpa#ir"i -*- — • - 
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^^ Hey ! hoop ! d*ye hear, my dasnnM 4>bstrep*xou8 

spouse ! 
What ! can't you find one bed about the house ? 
Will that perpetual clack lie never still ? 
That rival to the softness of a mill ! 
Some couch and distant room must be my choice, 
M^ere I may sleep uncursM with wife and noise. 



»« 



Long this uncomfortable life they led. 
With snarling meals, and each a separate bed. 
To an old un^le oft she would complain. 
Beg his advice, and scarce from tears refrain. 
Old Wisewood smokM the matter as it was ; 
" Cheer up !*' cty'd he, " and I'll remove the cause. 
A wondVous spring within my garden flows. 
Of sov'reign virtue, chiefly to compose 
Domestic jars and matrimonial strife, 
The best elixir t* appease man and wife ; 
Strange are th* eflects, the qualities divine ; 
'Tis water called, but worth its weight in wine. 
If, in his sullen airs, Sir John should come. 
Three spoonfuls take, hold in your month — then 

mum; 
Smile, and look pleas'd, when he shall rage and 

scold; 
Still in your mouth the healing cordial hold. 
One month this sympathetic med'cine tryM, 
He^ll grow a lover, you a happy bride. 
But, dearest niece, keep this grand secret dose. 
Or ev'ry prattling hussy *11 beg a dose." 
A water^ttle's brought for her relief; 
Not Nantz could sooner ease the lady's grief ; 
Her busy thoughts are on the trial bent. 
And, female-like, impatient for th* event. 

The boDDjr knight reels home, exicie«iMa% <^««-» 
Pr^par'd for clamour and doiae&^c '««x. 



Wo6il*ring, he star'd, scarcdy his em 
But found his ears agreeably deceiv c^ 
*' Why, how now, Molly, what's 
now ?" t. 

She smiles, and answers only with a ki 
Then clasping her about — '^ Why, let 
These night-clothes, Moll, become yoa 
With that he sigh'd, her hand began t« 
And Betty calls, her lady to undress. 
Thus the fond pair to bed enamourM ^ 
The lady pleased, and the good knight 

For many days these fond endearments 
The reconciling bottle fails at last ; 
'Twas usM and gone — then midnight s( 
And looks and words the unipn discom] 
Her coach is order'd, and post-haste sh< 
To beg her uncle for some fresh supplic 
Transported, does the strange effects rel 
Her knight*s conversion and bethmnmi" 
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OV A HAI&-DBESSEB. 

Old Ton sou, who many 

Had shavM for a penny, 
Cut hair, dressed, and bled for a tester. 

Nor ever was wishing 

To mend his condition, 
Grew rich by the death of a sister. 

To his villa retired. 

Old Tonsor was fir*d 
With the thoughts of enjoying his wealth ; 

But soon found, to his torment, 

That want of employment 
Procur'd him nor comfort nor health. 

The sports of the field. 

No joy could they yield — 
Guns, fishing-rods, horses, or dogs ; 

Nor reading, nor writing. 

Did he take delight in — 
'Squires, justices, parsons, or hogs. 

So he took to his trade— he 

Made each lass a lady. 
And tum*d all their clowns into fops ; 

And beards became scarcer 

Than before was a razor. 
And pigtails as plenty as hops ! 



THE PRAISE OF MARGATE. 

The Tailor here the port of Mart assumes. 

Who, cross -leggM, sat \n sVLexvct wv.>ks&\s«».^\ 
Forgeta his goose and Tag-\>ca^TO^e^.'wsoa»^ 
And thread and thixnble, anjOiiio^ ^\xv>J»^ ^^»^^^ 



Aiere Mistress Tap^ from pewter pots ' 
Walks forth in all the pride of pauii 

Mounts her swoln heels on Dandelioti! 
And at the ball-room heaves her hei 

Chang*d by their travels — mounted hig 
Here Suds forgets whatever remembra 

And Mistress Suds forgetteth too the p< 
Wigs, bob and pigtail, basins, razors. 

H,ere, too, the most important Dicky 2>i 
With puppy pertness, pretty pleasant 

Forgets the narrow fishy house of Crab, 
And drives, in Jehu.style, his whirlk 

And here, 'midst all such consequence a 
The Poet ! semper idem — just the sai 

Bidding old Satire^s hawks at folly fly, 
To fill the shops of Booksellers with { 
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Why at 8 TaUor throw your jibes, your jeers, 
When honest industry at wealth arrives ? 

^Tis as when Cockneys, sometimes void of skill, 
0*er meads, and com fields, after covies roam. 

Spring them and fire, but not a partridge kill. 
Shoot a poor sparrow as they journey home ! 

And, pray, what odds, pert Peter, after all, 

'T wixt Cleaver'' s Wife and thou, great PoetoHer ! 

She quits the ^' beef uid mutton on her stall,^ — 
You, lotion, potion, clyster.pipe, and plaster ! 



THE BARBER AND CHIMNET-SWEEPER. 

Young Nick, within a barber's shop, 

A chimney had been sweeping. 
And, having done his swarthy job. 

Again was downward creeping. 

While tying up his bag of soot, 

A waggish uiaving blade 
Exclaimed, ^ May 1 presume to ask, 

What was your father's trade ?" 

" What trade ?" quoth sweep ; " why, to my shame 

An(^ chagrin be it spoken. 
My father was a Barber, sir ! 

How cursedly provoking ! 

^' I might have been a Barber too. 

And his own sphere have play'd in^ 
But did not like, to say the ii^xh^ 
A busiDess so degrading.^* 



•' No — ne'er shall thy insidious 
My stedfast bosom move ; 

Reason must triumph in my he 
Ere reason yield to love.'* 

^^ And will my Laura still belii 
The old maid*s envious tale, 

Who, at the bliss they can't re( 
With fretful malice raU ? 

^' To them no vernal scenes api 
No purple-painted sky ; 

'Tis gloomy winter all the yeai 
To envy's canker'd eye. 

" While nature, vivid nature, i 
In mountain, dale, and grovi 

While love-exciting youth remi 
Laura must yield to love ; 
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The quivering lip, the rosy hue, 

The falt'ring voice supprest ; 
While all her charms rise to the view, 

I elasp'd her to my breast. 

My fair resigns, with tender sighs, 

And looks of fond delight ; 
" Ah I now I feel," she, murmuring, cries, 

'< Whatever m, is right." 



YORKSHIRE HUMPHREY, OR, TWO HEADS 
BETTER THAN ONE. 

As Yorkshire Humphrey, t'other day, 
O'er London Bridge was stumping. 

He saw, with wonder and delight, 
The water-works a-pimiping. 

Numps gazing stood ; and, wond'ring how 

This grand machine was made : 
To feast his eyes, he thrust his head 

Betwixt the balustrade. 

A sharper, prowling near the spot, 

Observes the gaping lout ; 
And soon, with fish-hook finger, turns 

His pocket mside out. 

Numps feels the twitch, and turns around ; 

The thief with artful leer. 
Says, " Sir, you'll presently be robb*d ; 

For pickpockets are near.' 



»> 



Quotb Numps, << I don't kxt \Mai\iS^^^Bssss%^\ 
1*8 uot a simple youth ; 



And still the 

The artful prowler takes his stand, 
With Humphrey full in view ; 

When, now, an infant thief drew nea 
And each the other knew. 

Then, thus the elder thief began : 
^^ Observe that gaping lout ! 

He has a guinea in his mouth. 
And we must get it out." 



» 



'' Leave that to me,** young Fildier 
'^ I have a sdieme quite pat ; 

Only observe how neat 1*11 queer 
The gaping country flat !'* 

By this time Numps, who gaz*d hii 
Was trudging through the street 

When the young pilf *rer, tripping 1 
V^n nrrifitrate at his feet. 
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" There are your pence," quoth Numps, " my boy ; 

Be zure thee haulds 'em faster !" 
" My pence !'* quoth Filch ; " here are my pence, 

But Where's my guinea, master ? 

'< Help ! help ! good folks ; for God-sake help !" 

Bawls out this hopeM youth : 
" He pick'd my guinea up just now, 

And has it in Ms mouth !" 

The elder thief who lurking near, 

Now close to Humphrey draws ; 
And seizing on his gullet, plucks 

The guinea from his jaws. 

Then roars out, '^ Masters, here's the coin, 

I'U give the child his guinea ! 
But, ^o'd have thought to see a thief 

In this same country ninny ? 

Humphrey, astonish'd, thus begins ; 

" Good measters I here me, pray !" 
But, *^ Duck him, duck him !" is the cry ; 

At length he sneaks away. 

" Ah ! now," quoth Numps, " I will beUeve, 

What often I've heard said ; 
That London thieves would steal the teeth 

Out of a body's head ! 
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PARODY ON ALEXANDER'S FEAST. 

'TwAS at the veniaon £east, the. Borough won 
By *» patriot son. 

At top in pleasing state 
The portly Mayor sate, 
As on judicial throne. 
His aldermen were plac*d around, 
Their rohes of scarlet with furr*d honon bound, 
(A rich dessert the hanquet crownM). 
The lively Sheriffs by his side, 
Each with each other vied 
In suits of newest fashion's pride; 
Genteel, gallant, and courtly pair. 
Well ye deserve the charming ^re / 
, The Chaplain sleek arose^ 
At bottom in his place. 
With hasty accents to say grace ; 

Instant the keen-edg'd guests sit dose. 
And social joys embrace. 
The course b^an with fish. 
As fresh as one could wish. 
Brought by the mail, a lordly dish ! 
A turbot*s spreading form bespake the treat. 
With luscious lobster-sauce complete ; 

Soles, whitings, dories — Quin*s great boast. 
Who sought them first on Torbay's boast. 
Tasted — nor from his palate hurl'd. 
But stamped their worth — himself the glutton of 
the world. 
The guttling crowd admire the ample size ; 
A present rarity, one shoutins cries ; 
A present rarity, another loud replies. 
With ravish'd ears 
The Town-clerk Yvean *, 
Afifects the amVle^ 
And carves ihe ^Y^e, 



r BUHOBODB TOET&T> 



lU great with P 
iutfimry'a c 



The praise of Sudbury's chiinpidgn paik nir 

chim'd in pat ; 
The bucks so tUTOUr'd, and the does no fsC 
A sovereigii haunch in triumph comes. 
Greeted with E«ft-«pplauding huini. 
Now bring the jelljf-»auce_It anneal II cames ! 
Veniaon tvei fat aod young. 
Foremost does 'mong daindes range t 
Venison's dundea are a treasure, 
VenUon fills up Lord Mayor's leisure. 
Rich the traaaure, 
Sweet the pleasure, 
(My business aftei 'Change. 
Chann'd with the sight, our chief grew vain, 
Talk'd his great dinners o'er agam, 
And how he outdid all, the Judges oace toentertair 
He telt importance big arise. 
With Elowuig cheeks and rolling eyes, 
Yet check'd his pride — call'd for the tankard, 
And of the nutmeg beverage drank hard ; 
But Sttt, for test, did choose 
Squeei'd lemon to infuse. 
He saw the sirloin great and good. 
Of which to fill his phue 
became his high estate, 

(Old English royal food) 
Deserted now — for why the need? 
On this he every Sunday fed : 
Not so the ham and fowls go by 
Untoueh'd, the hare, goose, pigeon-pie. 
With napkin under chin he now fetch'd breath, 
Reralving, with a frequent smack. 
The quick removes, above, below ; 

How some did this, some that aOai^V. -, 
And. wit btgua to flow. 
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My mighty masters, pleas'd you see 
Our viands rare of each degree, 
'Tis hut your favourite taste to move. 
And melt the mouth with what you love. 
Savory, sweet, stewed, roast, and boiled, 
Nicely cook*d, and nothing spoilt ; 
Beef to-day cures toil and trouble. 
To-morrow makes nice squeak and bubble : 
Ever welcome, ever winning, 

FUling still, and still undojong ; 
On the rump, if you^re beginning. 
Mustard makes is most enjoying. 
What's worth all beside is near you. 
Take your fill, nor surfeit fear you. 
The many set the table in a roar, 
The beef was prais'd, but venison ten times more. 
The Mayor, his glee unable to contain, 
Seiz*d on the haunch 
To fill his paunch. 
And cut and cramm'd, and cut again. 
At length the fat all gone, and slices best. 
The pamper'd Praetor fell upon the breast. 

Now let our mirth in bumpers pass, 

A fuller yet, and yet a fuller glass. 
The King — now — ^now — distinct — asunder 
With three cheers, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Hark ! Hark ! the loyal sound 

Has raised the Recorder, 

Who sets forth in order 

The blessings of Britons around. 
*' A song, a song,'* the toast-master cries ; 
See Britannia arise. 

To rule o'er the waves, 

Nor shall her tars be slaves^ 
W2ijle sparkles fiasYi foxlYi from ^^ «<f «v 
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Behold the martial band - 

Each a sword in his hand ; 
These, like veteran troops in battle they w1eld» 

Nor undaunted they yield, 

All glorious, in the field. 

Give the huzzas due 

To our valiant crew. 
Behold how they toss off their cans full of flip ; 
Then point, as they eager advance. 
Their battering cannon 'gainst proud hostile France. 
The Freemen encore with furious applause, 
And the Mayor drank a bottle in zeal for the cause. 

And now is the mace come 

To lead him safely home, 
When, like another hero, he knocked the beadle 
down. 

Once long ago. 

Ere patent kitchens learnt to glow. 

While taverns made the wine. 

Our sires, content at twelve to dine, 

All stout and hale, 

Could on old stingo with a pipe regale. 

At length commodious Dolly came, 

Inventress of the chop-house fame ; 
And now each wasteful^ cook pours spicy store, 

EnUu^ing former luxury 

With poignant sauces seasoned high. 
Gives to pallM appetite a whet unknown before. 

Let turbot yield to haunch the prize. 
Or haunch to turbot — ^Whether ? 

Rather with happy compromise 
Be both brought in together. 

Your voices raise, ye voters pure, 

Still echo from the Husting's sure 
Your generous Member's name. 

FenJson unbought to thein yo\x oni« \ 
Tbia blessing corpoxation& Vno^ ', 



Who shall their wisdom blame ? 
Let De*er this amiual feast decline ; 
And may our meetings all combine 
Gratitude, harmony, good. cheer, and wine. 



PARODY ON «'^TIS THE LAST ROSE OF 



SUMMER.'* 



'Tis the last glass of daret, • 

Left sparkling alone ; 
All its rosy companions 

Are swsdlow^d and gone. 
No wine of her kindred, 

No red port is nigh, 
To reflect back her blushes. 

And gladden my eye. 

1*11 not leave thee, thou lone one. 

This desert to crown : 
As the bowls are all empty. 

Thou too shalt float down. 
Thus kindly I drink up 

Each drop of pure red. 
And fling the bright goblet 

Clean over my head. 

So soon may dame Fortune 
Fling me o'er her head. 

When I quit brimming glasses, 
And bundle to bed. 

When Champaigne is exhausted, 
And Burgundy gone^ 

Who would leave even C\aiet 
To perish alone ? 



Tmxu oom n* ■ pwotet in Catbtdlc Aajt, 

Like Job, who eschewed kll evil. 
Still on his Madoniias the curious may gaze 
With apidause and wilh pleuure, but MtBj bit 

And ddight was in paiotii^ (he DeviL 

TiiEy were angels comjiar'd to the devila be dnw. 

Who besieged pooi St. Anthonj's cell; 
Such burning hot eyes, Euch a damnable hue, 
Vou could.eTen snidl briDBtooe theii breath *U so 

blue: 
He painted the Devil so welL 

And now had the artist a picture begun, 
'Twas over (he Virgin's ciinj^bdoor ; 

She stood on the Dragon, embracing Iter son ; 

Maay Devils already the artist had done. 
But (his must outdo all before. 

The old Dr^on's imps, as (hey fled (hiough the 



Pot tie had the libenesa k . 

That they came as Apollyon himself bad been 

To pay their -reqiecia tatbeic.king^ 

Every cMld, ai beholding it, duver'd wl(ta dread, 

And scream'd as lie tum'd away quidt i 
Not an old woman saw it, but, rauing Iwr licad, 
l!>ropt B bead, node- a cioea oa ^u» -vtv^Ark^'u^ 

Lord, keep me &«ia u^ QU.1&S^\ 
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Vliat the painter so earnestly thought on by day. 

He sometimes would dream of by night : 
{ut once he was startled as sleeping he lay : ' 
Fwas no fancy, no dream ; he could plainly surrey 
That the Devil himself was in sight. 

' You rascally dauber !*' old Beelzebub cries, 

^' Take heed how you wrong me again ! 
though your caricatures for myself I despise, 
lake me handsomer now in the multitude's eyes. 
Or see if I threaten in vain !** 

fow the painter was bold and religious beside, 
And on faith he had certain reliance ; 
o earnestly he all his countenance eyed, 
ind thanks him for sitting with Catholic pride. 
And sturdily bade him defiance. 

ietimes in the morning the painter arose, 

He's ready as soon as 'tis light ; 
Ivery look, every line, every feature he knows, 
ris firesh in his eye— to his labour he goes. 

And he has the old Wicked One quite. 

fappy man ! he is sure the resemblance can't fail; 

The tip of the nose is red hot ; 
here's his grin and his fangs, his skin cover'd with 

scale, 
nd that the identical curl of his tail ; 

Not a mark, not a daw is forgot 

e looks, and retouches again with delight; 

'Tis a portrait complete to his mind ! 

e touches again,. and again gluts his sight ; 

^ looks round- for applause— ^oxvii \\& «ee8^ with 

lie orig^Dtd standing behind \ 
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'Tool! Idiot!'* Old Beelzebub grinned as he 
spoke. 

And stampt on the scaffold in ire ; 
The painter grew pale, for he knew it no joke : 
'Twas a terrible height, and the scaffolding broke ; 

The Devil could wish it no higher. 

'^ Help ! Help me ! O Mary !'* he cried in alarm. 
As the scaffold sunk under his feet ; 

From the canvass the Virgin extended her arm ; 

She caught the good painter, she sav*d him from 
harm : 
There were hundreds who saw in the street. 

The old Dragon fled when the wonder he spied. 

And cursM his own fruitless endeavour ; 
While the painter callM after, his rage to deride, 
Shook his pallet and brushes in triumph, and cried, 
** rU paint thee more ugly thaa ever /'* 



THE ART OF PHYSIC. 

A YOUNG apprentice, spruce and smart, 

Practitioner of Galen's art, 

Disdain'd the labours of the shop, 

By no means fit for such a fop. 

His master pertly he addressed : 

'' Pestles and mortars I detest ; 

Sir, I despise those tools of trade* 

For hands of vulgar mortals made. 

I was not bom to cast up biUs, 

To serve out purges, plasters, pHls : 

No, Sir ; by pharmacopic laws 

I long to gain the world's a^^lvoAi^ 

iy bosom pants fox wealth axvdi i«ss^ 

Md W .'g town ^h3BaiY«SL\ffl xaaav^: 



^% 
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He spclke ; the Doctor shakes his ears. 
And scarcely credits what he hears. 
'^ Good lack a^day ! I think the lad 
Has lost his wits ; he's sorely mad. 
Well ! if you really wish to see 
The Art of Physic, come with me.' 



» 



Old Bolus now, With air profound. 
Commences his accustomed round. 
Throi:^ divers streets and lanes they stray. 
Till a. small house arrests their way. 
They ope the door, and mount the stair ; 
Heads up, toes out, a stately pair. 
As they approach*d the sick man's room. 
They felt a mingled, strange jierfume 
From powders, lotions, phials, blisters. 
Vomits and draughts, and salves and clysters. 

The Doctor feels his pulse : — ^^ Dear me ! 
You've eat some oysters^ Sir, I see.'* 
The wife, astonish 'd at his skill, 
Exclaim'd — " I hope 'twont make him ill. 
I only gave him three or four ; 
Inde^, Sir, John has had no more." — 
"Ay, so I said. Who knows th* ievent. 
If people ask not my consent ? 
Quick ! bring me paper, pen, and ink. 
And make him my prescription drink. 
His malady I ascertain : 
I'll go, mid^e haste, and come again. 



♦> 



At home, the pupil urg'd his wish 
To learn how Bolus knew the fish ? 
" Tut, tut I Why any man could tell ; 
Beneath the bed I saw ihe shell.*^ 
" This art I had not beard \>e£oT%. 
Thaakk, Sir I" He que«tioti?aL^Vm-wj motft. 
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But hastened to the patient^s bed : 

Lo, when he came, the man was dead ! 

Returning home, he cries, — " Too late 

I went to stop the will of Fate.'* 

*« What ?" says the Doctor, in a huff, 

And gave his nose a pinch of snuff, 

*' It was not sure the oytters ?" — " Worse, 

Oh ! worse by far ; he ate a horgeJ** 

^' Zounds ! ate a horse ! you make me stare. 

** Nay, then ^perhaps it was a mare ; 

Upon my honor, / espied 
A saddle lying where he died. 



»♦ 



» 



THE DOCTOR AND CAPTAIK ; A TALE FROM 

BATH. 

Ik Bladud's city, a place of vast renown, 
Where, in the season, wealthy dts from town 
Escort their buxom wives and pretty daughters. 
To cut a dash. 
And make a splash. 
To dance, to play at cards, and drink the waters — 
A. strife arose *twixt men of high condition, 
A Captain this, and that a grave Physician, 
One day the ffero of the Scarlet Coat 
Upon the Doctor^s Gate with pencil wrote, 
^' Scoundrel," in letters clear and plain. 
The Doctor saw — amaz'd he stood — 
He longM to let the Captain blood, 
And, waxing warm, he grasp'd his gold-to^^*d 

cane— 
Then sallied forth, and after vttdovA ^(A^^^ 
At length he found the ^oblc Captaw^ s ^n^®sv^ > 

1* •» 
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rhere, in politeness to be conquerM scomiiig» 
He told the servant with an arch regaid^-^ 
" Give to your Master Doctor Pestle*s card^ 

?or at MY door he left his vame this morning.** 



THE COUTfXaY SUROEOK. 

Luckless is he whom.hard fates urge on 
To practise as a country surgeon—* 
To drag a heavy galling chain, 
The slave of all for paltry gain — 
To ride r^ardless of all weather, 
Through frost, and snow, and hail together— 
To smile and bow when sick and tired, 
Considered as a servant hired. 
At every quarter of the compass, ' 

A surly patient makes a rumpus, 
Because he is not seen the first, 
(For each man thinks his case the worst ;) 
And oft at two points diametric, 
CaU*d to a business obstetric. 
There lies a man with broken limb, 
A lady here with nervous whim. 
Who, at the acme of her fever. 
Calls him a savase if he leave her. 
For days and ni^ts in some lone cottage, 
Condemned to live on crust and pottage, 
To kick his heels, and spin his brains, 
Waiting, forsooth, for ]abour*s pains ; 
And that job over, happy he, 
If he squeeze out a guinea fee. 
Then worn like culprit on the wheel. 
He sita him down to hasty meaV \ 
Hesita! when, lol a patieivt cowv^t^ y 

With rotten tooth and p^^tnd ft\»B&'. 
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The doetot takes hia dentist tools. 
Fixes the screv, and tugs and pulls ; 
His dionei cold, his hands this mess in, 
All foi a shilHog or a blessing. 
Now comes the night — witb toil oppiesC, 
He seeks bis bed in hop« of rest ; 
Viiin hope ! his slumbers are no more, 
Loud sounds the knocker at the door — 
A farmer's Wife, at ten miles' distance, 
Groaning, calls out for his assistance: 
Fcettina and fuming in the dark, 
He in the titider s^nkes a apaik. 
And, as he yawnuig heaves his breeches, 
Enries Ms oei^boiu blrat with riches. 



I KNOW what vay Dairika lafes. 

And I'll qreep by the Udit of the nuK 

To the jungles and tsnur&- groves, 
To steal ■ young howling baboon. 

My charmer shall make it acage. 
And feed it with liiardB aitd fiiogs. 

And when it attaina its Aill age. 
Shall bait and locmait it rith di^. 

I will catch her a fat yeIknr^BntJce, 

To be eaten witb crocodiles' ^gs ; 
Form of bufialo«s'. entcailt a.cake, 



From the bonlu of ilie Niger lllibrii^ 

Fish bones to be thntt tbcou^^is tic 
And sew up lire worma te &iut^., 
To CBdrck bet fin^en ui&.Uiw, 
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I told her my plan, bat her heart 

Is 80 tender she winced at the worms. 

And proposM I should alter that part, 
Before she accepted my terms. 

^^ I had rather,** she cried, quick as thou^t, 
^< On my finger a wedding-ring hung ;^' 

And I lov'd her the more when I caught 
Such a delicate hint from her tongue. 



.♦» 



TRUISMS. 



London Bridge is built of stone : 

Bonaparte^s gone to pot : 
A chestnut horse is not a roan : 

Boiling lead is rather hot. 

Englishmen aien*t bom in France : 
Adam ne*er wore a velvet coat : 

A donkey needn't learn to dance : 
Four crowns are worth a one pound notew 

Madrid's not paved with orange peel : 

Undertakers dress in black : 
A calf when dead becometh veal : 

Elephants don't drink barsack. 

Lettuces don't learn to sing : 
Mutton pies aren't make of zinc : 

A crocodile's an ugly thing : 
Flutes are seldom paint^ pink. 

A cart-horse needn't go to church : 

A pound of chem^ft we^i|^ a ^xixkd.*. 
SchooUboys hate the »\ght o« h\x«i x 
King George the Thiid ia utsAsh ^qqxA. 
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Green gooseberries are always green : 
A drunkard's face is sometimes spotty : 

Some cows are fat, and some are lean : 
Hughes Ball has married Mercandotti* 

The king don't live on rotten eggs : 

Sea-water's very salt indeed : 
A horse can*t go without four legs : 

Figs don't spring firom mustard-seed. 

Books aren't made of Stilton cheese : 

Spectacles defend the eyes : 
Dogs will bite — and so will fleas : 

A child, if scalded, always cries. 

Dustmen seldom go to court : 

Achilles never saw Macbeth : 
Some folks love old crusted port : 

Running puts one out of breath. 



THE SNUFF-TAKEB. : A PARODY OK ^^ THE 
WOODPECKEB." 

As I sat by the fire, in reflection profound, 
I thought that my nose I would treat ; 

And I said, ^' If there's snuff in the world to be 
found, 
I shall get it in Lundyfoot's street" 

*Twas ten ! not a sound but the striking of clocks, 

And the Snuff-taker tapping — ^his favourite box. 

So to Lundy's I went, tho' the weather was rough, 

My sensations with scent to regale ; 
How busy the shopmen I aoTn.e«ietN[''dLQ>d.\.*^^^&sQS&< 

And some neatly xoITd u^ i^V^^aSL 



9S0 Tjne ^xnat^xweLiOim book 

Not a sound ! all the vatehmen were sik&tarUocks, 
But the 8nuff>takec tappi]ig«.Jiii favourite box. 

Then I. took a long stroilixi the sOence of night, 
And I cried, ^^ Fortune grant me but thes^— 

A quid of tobacco, my joy and ^ddight. 
And snuff to incite me to sneeze.*' 

It was mom ! not a soiuid but the crowing of cdlckg) 

And the jsnuffrtaker tapping— bis favourite box. 



THE ELDEB fiaOTHER* 

. Centric in London noise, and London follies, 
Proud Coven t-gaiden blooms in smc^y glory ; 
For Chairmen, Coffee-rooms, Piazzas, DolHes, 
Cabbages, and Comedians, fei|i*d in story* 

On this gay spot, upon a sober plan, 
Dwelt a. right regular and staid young man : 
Much did ne early^hours and quiet love ; 
And was entitled, ^Mr. Isaac Shove. 

An orphan he; yet rich in expectations, 
Wluch nobody seem'd likely to supplant, 

From that prodigious bore of idl rdations, 
A fusty, canting, stiff-rump'd, maiden aunt ; 

The wealthy Miss Lucretia Clogfaorty, 

Who had brought Isaac up, and own^d to forty t 

Shove on this maiden's will relied securely ; 
. Who vow'd she ne'er would wed, to mat his 
riches ; 
iFull often would she say o£ msn, ftctwatA^^ 
" / caii't ftbidc the fihhy ^i^g^^^w^^^^ 
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He had apartments up two pair, of stahs : 
'On the first floor lodged Doctor Cxow ; 

The landlord was a torturer of hairs, 
And made a grand display of wigs bdow. 

From the beau*s hratus, to die parson^s frizzle. 

Over the door- way was his name ; 'twas Twi^e. 

Now you must know, 
This Dr. Crow 
Was not of law, nor music, nor divinity ; 
He was obstetric : but the fact is. 
He didn't in Lucina's turnpike practise ; 
He took by-roads— reducing ladies' shapes. 
Who had secur'd themselves t^om — leading apesj 
But kept the reputation of virginity. 

Crow had a roomy tenement of brick, 

Indos'd with walls, one mile from Hyde-park 
Comer; 

Fir-trees, and yews, were planted round it thick : 
No situation was forlorner ! 

Yet, notwithstanding folks might scout it. 
It suited squalmish spinsters, who fell sick. 

And did not wish the world to know about it. 

Here many a single gentlewoman came. 
Pro tempore — ^fiUl tender of their fame 1 
Who, for a while, took leave of friends in town, 
'^ Business, forsooth, to Yorkshire call'd her down. 

Too weighty to be settled by attorney !" 
And, in a month or six weeks' time, came back ; 
When ev'ry body cried, " Good lack. 

How monstrous thin you've grown, upon your 
journey!" 

The Doctor, knowing that a puff of scandal 
Would blow his private trade to tatUx^ 
Dreaded to give the smallest \\»xvd\e 
To tbfmwho dabble in thekiieiiSc^>»>'GOA»^^seb^ 
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Therefbie he wisely held it good 

To hold his practice from the neighbourhood, 

And not appear there as a resident ; 

But merely one, who casually went 

To see the ladies in the large brick house. 

To lounge and chat, not minding time a sous. 

Like one to whom all business was quite foreign ; 
And thus he visited his female sick, 
Who lay as thick, 
Within his tenement of brick, 

As rabbits in a warren. « 

He lodged in Covent^arden all the while ; 

And, if they sent in haste for his assistance. 
He soon was with them — Hwas no mighty distance ; 

From the town's end, it was but bare a mile. 

Now, Isaac Shove 
Living above 
This Dr. Crow, 
And knowing barber Twizzle liv*d below. 

Thought it might be as well. 
Hearing so many knocks, single and double. 
To buy, at his own cost, a street-door bell, 
And save confusion in the house, and trouble ! 
Whereby his (Isaac's) visitors might know. 

Without long waiting in the dirt and drizzle. 
To ring for him at once, and not to knock for Crow, 
Or Twizzle. 

Besides, he nOw began to feel 
The want of it was rather ungenieel; 
For he had often thought it a disgrace 
To hear, while sitting in Y«s room «\)o^e^ 
Twjzzle*a shrill maid, in the ftKtlasv^iaxv^-^^^aRfc, ^^ 
-Screaming— .«* A manbelowwate^Vatest^aMssO, 
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The bell was bought : the wire was made to steal 
Round the dark staircase, like a torturM eel, 

Twisting and twining. 
The jemmy handle Twizzle^^ door-post grac'd : 
And, just beneath, a brazen plate was placM, 

Lacquered and shining : 

Graven whereon, in characters full clear, 

And legible, did ^' Mr. Shove^* appear ; 

And, farthermore, which you might read right well, 

Was — " Please to ring the beU.*' 

At half past ten, precisely, to a second, 
Shove^ ev*ry night, his supper ended ; 

And sippM his glass of negus, till he reckon'd. 
By his stop-watch, exacUy one more quarter : 
Then, as exactly, he untied one garter ; 

A token 'twas, that he for bed intended. 

Yet, having still a quarter good before him, 

He leisurely undressM before the fire ; 
. Contdving, as the quarter did expire. 
To be as naked as his mother bore him. 
Bating his shirt, and night-cap on his head ; 
Then, as the watchman bawlM eleven. 
He had one foot in bed ; 
More certainly than cuckolds go to heav*n., 

Alas ! what pity 'tis, that regularity, 
Like Isaac Shove's, is such a rarity ! 
But there are willing wights in London town, 

Term'd Jolly Dogs, Choice Spirits, alias Swine, 
Who pour, in midnight revel, bumpers down, 
Making their throats a thoroughfare for wine. 

Thus spenddiriflts, who life's pleasures thus outrun, 
'Dosing, with head-achs, tUl l\v& ttS\«ni<ocic^\ 

Lose haif men's regular estate oi «a\tv^ 
jBj borrowuig too largely oli^QT6oQiCi« 
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^ne of this kidney, Toby Tosspot hight, 
Vas coming from the Bedford, late at night ; 
And being Bacchi plenus, full of wine, 
Although he had a tolerable notion 
Of uming at progressive motion, 
'Twas not direct, Hwas serpentine. 
He worked, with sinuosities, along ; 
iike Monsieur Corkscrew, worming thro* a cork ; 
^ot straight, like Corkscrew^s proxy, Don Prong, 

A fork I 
Lt length, with four bottles in his pate, 
le saw the moon shining on Shovels brass plate : 

VTien, reading " Please to ring the bell," 

And being civil, beyond measure, 
' Ring it !" says Toby, " very well, 

1*11 ring it with a deal of pleasure." 

roby, the kindest soul in all the town, 
}ave it a jerk that almost jerk*d it down. 
ie waited full two minutes, no one came ; 

He waited full two minutes more, and then, 
Jays Toby, " If he's deaf, I'm not to blame I 

I'll puU it for the gentleman again." 

3ut the first peal woke Isaac in a fright ; 

Who quick as lightning, popping up his head, 
Sat on his head's antipodes, in bed, - 

Pale as a parsnip, bolt upright. 

It length he, wisely, to himself did say, 

Calming his fears, 
^ Tush ! 'tis some fool has rung and ran away !*' 
W^hen peal the second rattl'd in his ears. 

Shove jump'd into the middle of the floor ; 

And trembling at eacYi bie&\h oi «ait \K«.t. %tircM^ 
le groped down st^drs, and opctf ^ ^^ «,\««x.d«wt^ \ 

While Toby was perfowmnE ^e«^^* ^^°^»^^ 
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Isaac ey*d Toby fearfully askant ; 

And saw he was a strapper, stout and tall ; 
Then put this question, " Pray, Sir, what d'ye 
want ?** 

Says Toby, " I want nothing. Sir, at alL" 

*' Want nothing, Sir ! you've pull'd my bell, I vow, 

As ifyou'd jerk it offihe wire !'* 
Quoth Toby, gravely making him a bow, 

'* I pull'd it. Sir, at your desire." 

" At mine ?'* — " Yes, yours ! I hope I've done it 
well! 

High time for bed, Sir, I was hast'ning to it ; 
But if you write up, ^ Please to ring the bell,' 

Common politeness makes me stop and do it." 

Isaac, now waxing wrath apace, 
Slamm'd the street-door in Toby's face, 

With all his might; 
And Toby, as he shut it, swore. 
He was a dirty son of— something more 

Than delicacy suffers me to write ; 

And, lifting up the knocker, gave a knock. 

So long and loud, it might have rais'd the dead! 

Twizzle declares, his house sustain'd a shock, 
£nough to shake his lodgers out of bed : 

Toby, his rage thus vented in the rap. 
Went serpentining home to take his nap. 

'Tis now high time to let you know. 
That the obstetric Dr. Crow 
Awoke in the beginning of this ixv«ll«t^ 
By Toby's tintinnabu£a\^ <^\Xi€t\ 




Ta« ^ ,a to 9^^^ 

•«<, that the >>«^ °^'!,ot move : 
And, IsDO^^v^a led, but did not ux 

J^That'scerumly , ^„_ noaoubtl" 

Chose vnoie con ^ ^^^^^^^ ^^^ , 

S^°'%^bto»tion of '^^ of Ctow, 

'*^°'?^*tehyT?othe»»^«'«' 

^ fSJrcond»««» !^^l,e person sent, ^ 
A *~r,„ Shove to °*/° oUck Tenement , 

AS Shove c.me^».,*^J^tjtSj5:^^r. 
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Fot Isaac's mental feelings, you must know, 

Not only were considerably hurt, 
But his corporeal also — 

Having no other clothing than a shirt : 
A dress beyond all doubt most light and airy, 

It being then a firost in January 1 

Whjen Shove was deep down stairs, the Doctor heard, 
— 3eing much nearer the stair-top— 

Just here and there, a random word, 
Of the soliloquies that Shove let drop. 

But shortly by progression brought 

The contact nearer. 

The Doctor, consequently, heard him clearer; 
And then the fag-end of this sentence caught, 

Which Shove repeated warmly, tho' he shiver'd— 
^^ Damn Twizzle's house ! and damn the bell ! 
And damn the fool who rang it ! Well, 

From all such plagues 1*11 quickly be delivered !*' 

" What ! quickly be delivered ?" echoes Crow, 
" Who is it ? come ! be sharp I reply ! reply ! 

Who wants to be deliverM, let me know ?*' 
Recovering his surprise. Shove answer*d-- ^' I ! 



»» 



" You be delivered /" says the Doctor,—" ' Sblood !" 
Hearing a man's gruff voice — '^ You lout, you 
lob! 

You be delivered ! — Come, that's very good !" 
Says Shove, ^' I will, so help me. Bob !" 

*' Fellow !" cried Crow, " you're drunk with filthy 
beer; 

A drunkard, fellow, is a brute's next nei^bouxl 
But Mias Cioghorty's time wa& \er^ tis»L\ 

And, I suppose, Lucretia's no^ Vx^'\»Jo««xV'* 
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'^ Zounds !*' bellows Shove, with rage and wonder 
wild, 
^' MHiy, then, my maiden aunt is^-Jng xnih 
child r 

Here was, at once, a sad discovery made ; 

Lucretia^s frolic now was past a joke ; 
Shove trembled for his fortune, Crow his trade ; 

Both, both, saw ruin, by one fatal stroke ! 

But with his aunt, when Isaac did discuss. 
She hush*d the matter up, by speaking thus : 

'' Sweet Isaac !" said Lucretia, '' spare my fame ; 

Tho* for my babe, I feel as should a mother, 
Your fortune will continue much the same ; 

For (keep the secret) you're his Elder Brother T 



THE FARMER AND HIS DOG. 

A COUVTRY Farmer to market would jog. 
With his trusty old servant, a^ favourite dog ; 
This dog by fidelity gainM great fame. 
And they used to call him old Cuckold by name : 
When near home this old Cuckold was always in- 

cUn*d 
To run off and leave his old master behind ; 
One day, as the dog and his master Were out. 
And the children, as usual, were playing about. 
The dog was espied by the children at play, 
When anxiously one to his mother did say, 
<* O mother, here's Cuckold «lt«wmxv^«o fast ?" 
" Aye!" says she, ''• tlvea-joxxx l«JOlafcx'% «^xKKs&a% 

at last!" 



THE POET AKD aTmAW— A FABLE- 

Oh BiduDond Mil, iritli doublet baie, 

A hongry poet takes the ah : 

The all on Richmond hill, though good, 

And excellent cameleon food, 

Ii rather of too thin ■ nBCnre 

For a beef-loving, two-lt^g'd creature. 

Our poet stops, he loolu aroond. 

And munnun thui in doleful sound : 

" While PlEnty o'er the landscape reigns, 

Bhall baids alone feel meegre palna ? 

Ah I vhat avails, if in the town 

My roadrigali acquii'd renown ; 

If, Btranger to all-powerful coin, 

1 seldom taste the rich aiTloin ; 

If, for Jhe produce of my brain, 

I meet from money 'd fools disdain ? — 

In vain the lautel crowns my brows ; 

What crowns my pocket ? — not one sons : 

Of hay or bture! where the use is ? 

Nor bey nor laurel fruit produces : 

I've Fame pnraa'd, and now I've caught her. 

She proves mere moonshine in the water : 

How much happier the unletter'd glutton. 

Who cao indulge on beef and mutton ! 

How cun'd each servant of the Nine ! 

I'd rather be a fool, and dine." 

He said, and, to his great surprise. 

Beneath his feet a straw replies : 

" Ah ! hapleu Imd, look down and gee 

Thy striking emblem here in me ( 

Deipis'd by those to wh'int my head 

Foinish'd the staff of livmg— bread i 

Thatjun'd, behold me here oat &<mD^ 

Tied on by tv'ry sordid down: 
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Just 80 the bard, who from his brain 

The hungry mind can entertain. 

Is soon neglected and forgot, 

A barren praise his hapless lot. 

To Fame becomes an empty bubble. 

Trod on by fools, like straw or stubble/' 



PARISH TITHES. 



The parson of a pleasant village, 
Wlio had other tithes besides of tillage, 
Being in a merry mood one day, 
Thus to his clerk did gaily say : 
^' Uriah, I am told, thou art 
A fornicating clerk at heart : 
Now, if thoult own the dames thou'st kiss*d, 
1*11 tell thee honestly my list." 
*^ With all my soul," the clerk replies ; 
^« Old Nick take him the first that lies." 
To prove their work, they early go. 
Each takes his desk — and as each do 
Come into church, he who has known 
The lady gay, or fair, or brown. 
Must stroke his chin, and call out ffem ! 
And t'other must reply, Amen I 
The derk, thus leaning on his Psalms, 
The parson, without any qualms. 
Lolls on his Bible, waiting keen 
To ?iem at the first lady seen. 
The 'squire's wife, demure and sly, 
Knters the first ; the parson's eye 
Fixes on her — he hems. Another, 
Supportiog her aged mother, 
Attracts the parson's quic\L a,t\£n^on\ 
Twice he hemm'd^l shaiV not m«n\.\au 
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The quaHties and generous faces 

Of all the parson^s village graces : 

Suffice it then to say, eleyen 

Came in ; he hemni'dy the derk said, " Heav'n !" 

Twelve more appeared ; he did afford 

Twelve Tiem* — ^Uriah cried, '* O Lord !*' 

Next was the lawyer's wife — a fair one-— 

He hemm'd — ^the clerk cried, '* Thou'rt a rare one ! " 

At length, quite soher, sleek, and thin, 

The parson's pretty wife came in ; 

The parson hemm'd — the clerk hemnCd too ; 

" Zounds !" cries the priest, " that can't be true !" 

" Not true ! why not ? you may condenm, 

But Old Nick have me, but 'tis — hem /" 



TO MR. R. 
Laid up with a Fit of the Gout. 

There is a magic in sweet sounds. 

Which draws forth ev'ry thing but pounds. 

By magic song's commanding tune, 

Medea could unhinge the moon. 

At old Amphion's plastic call 

The stones jump'd up, and form'd a wall ; 

The piiests' loud horns began to blow — 

Down went the walls of Jericho : 

The sailors, people not renown'd 

For nice intdligence of sound, 

Chuck'd poor Arion fairly o'er. 

To swim, at least, nine leagues to shore. 

Down fiddle went, and fid£er — pish ! 

He got a-horseback on a fish ! 

You see the force of music hete. 

Your dolphins have a chaxnunf^ eex. 
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Young Orpheas, whom you oft have seen 

In playhouse suit of lightest green, 

Scarte sweetly swept the whizzing wire. 

When, at the magic of his lyre. 

From cunning trap-doors of the earth, 

ISprang trees of instantaneous birth ; 

While all re^nsive to his airs, 

Lieapt bulls, and wolves, and dancing bears. 

When David simg, what some folks call 

(See Doctor Brown) the Cure of Saul^ 

He touchM the monarch to the quick. 

Like Orpheus when he soothed Old Nick* 

A foaming wolf, relentless, fierce. 

Who never heard one word of verse. 

Came rushing from a neighbouring wood. 

Just where the careless poet stood ; 

But Horace* (was he much to blame ?) 

HummM a short o^e — the wolf grew tame^ 

And went as empty as he came. 

Strange pow^r of verse in ancient times ! 

Lost in our luckless land of rhymes. 

All things are tending to decay. 

Poor Nature *s in a palsied way. 

Now kings may touchy and touch again. 

The royal evil will remain ; 

And modem bards, and sceptred kings. 

Are equally ungified things. 

Not all the laws we laymen make. 

Can charm away the belly-ache. 

Can numbers numb the twinging gout. 

And bring the cripple dancing out ? 

Say, can I soothe, with carol sweet. 

The Cerberus who guards the Fle^ f 

Can I, by rhyme's harmonious aid. 

Charm Argus turnkeys from their trade ? 

♦ OdexxW.BooVl, 
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Their mind on other paaaioni TDllSf 
They ham no muiic m their muU. 
■While on Iheir Bccenu Mnates hung, 
When Rhet'rjc spoke from TiiUy's tongue, 
While he purau'd his surest art. 
To wind him into Cssbt's heart. 
As if the woida had pierc'd hia soul. 
The artful Ciesai dropp'd liiB BCroll. 
Wonders we cannot work like these. 
Sty what you list, say what fou please, 
J n will hear, yet keep hii keys- 
Say, will my song, da-capo'd o'er. 
Piano soft, andanle roar, 
Though even Handel set the aii, ' 
Call up one tree to shade the bare ? 
Though I burst both my cheeks for spite. 
And blow aloud from morn to a^ht, 
The trumpet, flute, and horn, ami aU — 
The devil of a brick will faU ; 
And poetry like mine, I tiusc, 
Caa Deilhei raise a wall noi crust. 
In that loose cash, however strong. 
Who'll take the payment of a song ? 
What wolf will now fon^o his prey 
For all that I can sing or say ? 
Aly rhymes, alas ! will catch nojish^ - 
To swim in sauce upon my dish 1 
And for theie notes, however clear, 
Will the neit Dolphin • give me beer p 
Alas 1 tny friend, how vain our boast I 
The ancients still must rule the roast : 
They could r«ise walls by luusic's spell, 
Brina trees from canb, aid wives fhmi hell i 
But fruitless you may pipe and thrum ; 
Not wives, nor tree*, nor valla will mow, 

* A pubUc-houM on ljM^«h\A-VOL\< 
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Though Tou, like Phcebus, sweetly sing. 
Though I should soar on Pindar*s wing, 
Yet neither tune nor words avail ; 
The gout*8 a gout, the jail*8 a jail. 
What is*t to us, or prose or rhyme. 
My measur'd verse, your measurM time ? 
•Have we not lost all use offset^ 
You in the gout^ I in the Fleet ? 



TTTHE IN KIND ;^-OE, THE SOW's REVEKGE. 

Not far from London liv*d a boor. 
Who fed three dozen hogs or more ; 
Alike, remote from care and strife, 
He crackM his joke, and lovM his wife. 
Madge, like all women, fond of sway. 
Was pleas*d whenever she had her way ; 
And wives will think I deal in fiction. 
But seldom met with contradiction : 
Then stubborn as the swine she fed. 
She neither would be driven nor led ; 
And Ooodman Hodge, who knew her whim. 
Was kind, nor rowM against the stream. 

SubduM by Nature^s primal law. 
Young sows are ever in the straw ; 
Each week, so genial fate decreed. 
Product a new and numerous breed. 
Whenever they came, sedate and kind, 
The Vicar was not far behind : 
Of pigs, the worth and prime he knew ; 
And, parson.like, would have his due. 
He watchM the hour with anxious ken ; 
His heart grew warm at nwmbex ten : 
The young pigs he vow^d t\\e *^eftX« \ 
And scarce allowed ^em \XDae toWtXKi. 
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One morn, with smile and bow polite. 
From Hodge he daim'd his customed right ; 
But first inquired, in accents mild, 
How far'd &e darling wife and child ; 
How apples, pears, and turnips grew ; 
And if the ale were old or new. 

Hodge, who from custom, took the hint, 
Knew 'twas in vain a priest to stint ; 
And, while his reverence took his swig, 
Hodge stepped aside, and brought the pig. 
'^ Humph ! * cried the parson, ^^ let us see 
This offering to the church and me ! 
I fear, my friend, 'twill neyet do ; 
Methinks 'tis lean and sickly too. 
Time out of mind 't has heea confess'd. 
Parsons should ever claim the best." 
This said, he ey'd it o'er and o'er, 
Stamp'd, set his wig, and all but — swore. 
'' Sndi pigs for me ! why, man alive. 
Ne'er from this moment hope to thrive ; 
Think you, for this, I preach and pray ? 
Hence ! bring me better tythes, I say !" 

Hodge heard, and, though by nature warm. 
Replied — ^' Kind sir, I meant no harm : 
Since what I proffer you refuse, 
■ The sty is open, pick and choose." 
Pleas'd with the bff'w, in he goes. 
His heart with exultation glows ; 
He rolls his eyes, his lips he licks; 
And scarce can teU on which to fix : 
At length he criesj ^^ Heaven save the king ! 
This n^e in black is just the thing ! 
Hence shall I gain a rich regale"-— 
Nor more ; but seiz'd it by the tail. 

Loud squeak'd the pig; the «onv ^«ik^D«KL^ 
The pioPciDg sound ascaiTd lies e«x \ 
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Eager to save her darling young, 
Fierce pn the bending priest she sprung : 
Full in the mire his rev*rence cast ; 
Then seiz*d his breech, and held him fast. 
The parson roar'd ; surprised to find 
A foe so desp*rate close behind. 
On Hodge, on Madge, he calls for aid ; 
But both were deaf to all he said. 

The scene a numerous circle draws ; 
Who hailed the sow with loud applause : 
Pleased, they beheld his reverence writhe ; . 
And swore *twas fsirly tythe for tythe. 
" Tvthe !" cried the parson, " Tythe d'ye say ? 
See here, one half is roit away !** 

The case, *tis true, was most forlorn ; 
His gown, his wig, his breech, were torn : 
And, what the mildest priest might luffle. 
The pig was lost amid the scuffle. 
" Give, give me which you please !" he cried; 
'^ Nay, pick and choose !" still Hodge replied. 
^' Choose ! honest friend : alas ! but how ? 
Heaven shield me Arom your murdering sow ! 
Wlien tythes invite, in spite of foes, 
I dare take Satan by die nose ; 
Like Theseus, o'er the Styx I'd venture. 
But who that dreadful sty would enter ? 
Yet, while there's hope the prize to win. 
By Heav'n ! to leave it were a sin." 
This said, he arms his breast with rage, 
And half resolves the foe t'engage. 
Spite of the parson's angry mood. 
The fearless sow collected stood ; 
And seem'd to wait the proffer'd war, 
With— Touch them, scoundrel, if you dare ! 

His Iftst resoiirce the ^t«otL ti\«&^ 
UemSf strokes his cVnn \ vxA ^gtosd-^ wiwi^- 
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^^ Ye swuns support your injured priest ; 
Secure the pig, and share the feast'* 
Staunch to his friend was every swain ; 
Strange though.it seem, the bnbe was yain : 
And Hodge, who saw Uiem each refuse, 
Exclaun'd, in triumph, ^' Pick and choose !*' 
The parson's heart grew warm with ire ; 
Yet pride forhade him to retire. 

'What numbers can his spleen dedaie ! 
Denied, for once, his darling iare. 
How shall he meet the dreadful frown ' 
Of madam, in the gn^^ram gown : 
'Who, eager for his promis'd treat, 
Already turns the useless spit ? 
" Wretch !" he exclaims, with voice profound, 
^^ Can no remorse thy conscience wound ? 
May all the woes th' ungodly dread. 
Fall thick on thy devoted head ! 
May'st thou in ev'ry wish be cross'd ; 
May all thy hoarded wealth be lost ! 
May'st thou on weeds and offals dine ; 
Nor ale, nor pudding, e'er be thine !" 

Hodge, who with laughter held his sides, 
The parson's wrath in sport derides : 
^' No time in idle preaching lose, 
The sty is open — ^pick and choose !" 
Loud plaudits rose from every tongue ; 
Heaven's concave with the plaudits rung : 
Impatient of the last huzza. 
The tytheless parson sneak'd away ! 



THE STROLLIXO PLAYER.— A TALE. 

A STROLLTKO player, as story UiU&^ 
If truth in modern story dweU«, 
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Stood once proclumng Richurd'a fkle 

Hud by an honest farmer's gate ; 

And gaw [he donoi with {deaaure cimw, 

Wbo heard the beating of the drum : 

Poi countr; actors round abont, 

Whene'er their caah and credit's out. 

Or when his warahip shnll delennine 

To diive them out, like other venmn. 

Then some poor youth, who fain woiJd mp. 

For uxpence takes the dmiD-aticlu up. 

And gladly rambles up and down, 

To beat the play through half the tovn ; 

And oft this man^ by hunger prest. 

Is better paid than ^ the rest 

But as our prraent mouth-piece stood. 

And curdled ev'ry rustic's blood, 

Exerted all his ought and pow'r. 

On Hemy's murder in the Tower j 

HoH Olo'ster bssely took his life. 

And after married Edward's wife. 

Then quickly stopp'd his nephews' breath. 

By vilely stifling them to death ; 

With many otlier horrid crimes, 

WluMe metitioii shocks the latest times ! 

Till Richmond nobly made him yield, 

And kill'd the wretch in Boswortb Geld : 

The honest farmer, sighing, said, 

" What ways there are of getting bread ! 

I dare say. mend, you'd think it hard 

To work in any farmer's yard i 

Vet tell me, though jou speak so fine. 

Whose trade is better, yours or mine ? 

Is any fellow in your station 

Of half our value to the nation ? 

Whene'er you get a. rag of clotbes i 
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With saucy jests presume to flout us. 
Although you could not eat without us: 
In London I have seen the players 
In better waistcoats than our mayors ; 
Nay, I declare it on my word, 
I*ve seen an actor wear a aword ; 
And not a creature in the town, 
Would ever knock the fellow down, 
Although the puppy had began 
To think hinoself a gentleman : 
When but the very summer after 
(I scarce can mention.it for laughter) 
He came among the country boors. 
And beat just such a drum as yours t 
What can you say ?" the farmer cried. 
When thus bur orator replied : — 
*' Sir, if my word you'll please to trust, 
I own your censure often just : 
Experience ev'ry day declares 
The foolish pride of many play'rs ; 
And some, perh^>s, but let that rest, 
WTiose lives are not the very best ; 
But though this truth on some may faU, 
The censure ne'er can reach to all. 
A rascal howsoever drawn, 
Had been a rascal clad in lawn ; 
And worth will ev'ry eye engage. 
Though fortune place it on the stage. 
Professions, sir, you never find 
Have chang'd ^e temper of the mind ; 
And if a man, genteelly bred, 
A faultless life has ever led, 
Why wUl your censure wish to blame 
The merit justice would proclaim. ? 
I need not say wYiat naViv e ^t&%^ 
Or judgment, sucYi a \vS«i Tw\v«te& ^ 
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A truth like this I need not gmother. 

They're higher much than any other : 

And if sometimes we meet with losses^ 

(Ail men are liable to crosses) 

Wliy is an actor's made a jest. 

When pity smiles on all the rest ? 

Had fortune burnt your haggards dovn^ 

You, sir, had work'd about the town. 

Had beat a drum, or acted worse. 

Without a sixpence in your purse.'' 

Here paus'd the youth, the farmer tum'd, 

Wliose breast with true good nature bum'd, 

'' Of all thy trade, I ne'er espied 

A man possess so little pride i 

I ask thy pardon,^ honest youth. 

Thou hast spoke nothing but the truth ;. 

And while with us you choose to stay, 

I beg thou'lt see me ev'ry day ; 

Nor blush if e'er thou art distrest. 

To be an honest farmer's guest. 

A man I dare be sworn thou art 

Blest with a very noble heart. 

And hark'ee— nay — but this way stand. 

Here, take a guinea in thy hand ; 

Had I been in thy place, I see. 

You would have acted just like me." 



THE TWO STAMMERERS. 

While others fluent verse abuse, 

And prostitute the comic muse : 

In less indecent manner, I 

Her comic ladyship will try. 
Oh ! let my prayer, brigVit maV^ «s«^ 
Oratit inspiration to my taUV 
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A tale, both comical and new. 
And with a swinging moral too. 
In a small quiet country town 
LivM Hob, a blunt but honest down ; 
Who, spite of all the school could teach, 
From habit stammer*d in his speech ; 
And second nature, soon, we're sure^ 
Confirm'd the case beyond a cure. 
Ask him to say hot toUs and butter ; 
*' A hag.a.gag,** and " sjditter splutter," 
Stopp'd every word he strove to utter. 
It happen*d once upon a time— 
I word it thus to suit my rhyme ; 
For all our country neighbours know, 
It can't be twaity years ago — 
Our sturdy ploughman, apt to strike, 
Was busy delving at his dyke^ 
MHiich, let me not forget to say, 
Stood dose behind a public way ; 
And, as he lean'd upon his spade, 
Reviewing o'er the woi^ he'd made : 
A youth, a stranger in that place, 
iStood right before him, f&ce to face— 
*' P-p-p-p-p-pray," «ays he, 
** How f-f-f-f-far may't be 
To- to" the wofds would not come out-— 
^ *' T-o Borough bridge, or thereabout ?" 
Our clown took huff, thrice faemm'd upon*t, 
Then smdt a kind of an afiront ; 
Thought he—This bluff, fool-hardy fellow, 
A little erack'd, perhaps, or mellow. 
Knowing my tongue an inch too short. 
Is come to fleer and make his sport ; 
Wauns ! if I thought he TaewM \ft <:^«re3k.^ 
I'd hoop the roynish Tasca\'a>a«rK\\ 
If me he means ot daxes dexid^e^ 
By all thafg jgood Til taaYji^^Kvi^ft^- 
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1*11 dress his vile calTs-skin in buff; 
And thrash it tender, where 'tis tough.** 
Thus, full resolved, he stood aloof ; 
And waited nmte for farther proof ; 
While t'other, in a kuid of pain. 
Applied him to his tongue again— 

^^ Speak, friend, c-c-c-ccan 3rou pray, 
Sh-sh-sh-show me — on my — way ? 
Nay, spe-e-eak ! — ^I'll smoke thy bacon ! 
You have a t.tongue, or I'm mistaken l*^ 

^^ Yes, that, th.that I-I.I.have ; 
But not for y-y-'you — you knave !" 
" What I" cried the stranger, " wh-wh-wfaat ! 
D'ye mock me ? T-Utake you that !" 
^^ Huh ! you mock me !" quoth Hob, amain ; 
" So Ut.take you — ^tha.t again I" 
Then to't they fell, in furious plight ; 
While each one thought himself i'th' right : 
And, if you dare believe my song. 
They likewise thought each other wrong. 
The battle o'er — and somewhat cool — 
Each half suspects himself a fool ; 
For when to cheler folks incline 'em, 
Your argumentum baculinum, 
Administer'd in dose terrific. 
Was ever held a grand specific ! 

Each word the combatants now utter'd 
Conviction brought that both dolts stutter'd. 
And each assum'd a look as stupid. 
As, after combat, looks Dan Cupid : 
Each scratch'd his silly head, and thought 
He'd ai^e ere again he fought 

^ Hence I this moral shall deduce^ 
Would anger deign to sign a truce, 
Till Reason could discover truly 
Why this mad madam were unruly, 
So well she would explain theix ^ot^H 
Men little use could find for svcada. 



OF HUMOROUS POETRY* 



THE DISAFPOIKTED HUSBAKD. 

A SCOLDING wife SO long a sleep possessed, 
Her spouse presumM her soul was now at rest : 
Sable was calPd to hang the room with black, 
And all their cheer was sugar-rolls and sack. 
Two nu>uming staffs stood sentry at the door, 
And silence reigned, who ne*er was there before. 
The doaks and tears, and handkerchiefs prepar'c 
They march'd in solemn pomp to the church-yai 
When see of narrow streets what misoliiefis come 
The very dead can't pass in quiet home ; 
By some rude jolt the coi&n Ud was broke, 
Ajid madam fh>m her dream of death awoke ! 
Now all was 8poil*d ! the undertaker's pay. 
Sour faces, cakes, and wine, quite thrown away. 
But some years after, when the former scene 
Was acted, and the coffin nailM again. 
The tender husband took especial care 
To keep the passage from disturbance clear ; 
Chaining the bearers that they tread aright. 
Nor put his dear in such another fright 



THE MIDNIGHT MAGISTRATE. 

The candle shines out when bright Phoebus is goi 
And at night Mr. Constable 's great as Sir John 
Enthroned here he sits, 'mid his m3rrmidon band 
With his powerful peace-keeping staff in his ham 
While some of his cruisers before him are hawlii 
An amorous couple surprised catetwa,\]iva%. 
Against the young vak&A^f^ aofcVsssjSN:^ «2s«iB^ 
How his lantern lie btoVa, wiA\»J& \«a^ ^' 
brains. 



M. oa re trya ana oonviciea di a 
iTrr" Yet because in your garb you gc 

And to show I*m a magistrate U 
Give the man half-a-crown for ft^ 

ter, 
And somewhat for drinking, and 

master." 
Thus one cull acquitted, the conf 
Is despatch'd with a charge to det 



MY UNCLE. 



Who lives where hangs three gol 
Where Dick's poor mother often < 
And leaves her tippets, mufis, one 

Who, when you're short of the jb 
Nose starvinir ft» — *^"" — 
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Who takes my saucepan full of holes, 
And shoes in want of better soles. 
To raise the dust to buy the coals ? 



Who takes the linen, torn and soiled, 
And cradle, piddled till it^s spoiled ; 
In short, ts^es all except the child ? 



My Uncle. 



My Uncle. 



Who, when the wretch is sunk in grief. 
And none beside will yield relief. 
Will aid the honest or the thief? 

My Uncle. 

Yet when detection threatens law. 
Who hidden stores will open draw, 
That future rogues may stand in awe ? 

My Uncle. 

Who, Fortune's golden glare withdrawn. 
When sycophants no longer fawn. 
Takes all but honour into pawn ? 

My Uncle, 

Who cares not what distress may bring. 
If stolen from beggar or from king, 
And like the sea, takes every thing ? 

My Uncle. 

Who does all this, and thinks *t no sin. 
And would he yield a glass of gin. 
Would take the very devil in ? 

My Uncle. 

Bought wisdom is the best, *ti8 clear^ 

And since 'tis bettex a& xxvote ^««i.^ 

We Cot high prices «^io\x\!QL Tcs«t^ X!i-c^«^> 



Corinna could not promenaae. 
And 'gan to fume and fret. 

The fisher cried, " G;ve o'er the splc 

,We are both in one line ; 
You spread your net upon the Steyn 

Why may not I spread mine ? 

" Two of a trade can ne'er agree, 
'Tis that which makes you sore ; 

I fish for flat fish in the sea. 
And you upon the shore.*' 



WHAT GOOD WIVES SHOULD BE 1*1] 
WHAT NOT LIKE. 

Good wives to snails should be a-kin. 
Always their houses keep within ; 
"Rut not to carry (fashion's hacks !) 
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THE BBOKEN PITCHER. 

Dame Know all sent brisk Kate her daughter, 

With pitcher to the well for water ; 

She met young Davy at the well, 

They'd often done what I wonH tell: 

And as they both did frisk and joke, 

The pitcher was thrown down and broke. 

Kate took the pieces, hotne she goes. 

The fragments to her mother shows. 

" Mother," says she, " the proverb's past, 

My pitcher's come home broke, at last." 

" Yes," says the Dame, " I see too well, 

I think your waist begins to swelV 



» 



THE HAPPY pair; OR BOTH OF pKE MIND. 

Who says my lord and lady disagree ? 

A pair more like in all things cannot be. 

My lord will often curse the marriage chain ; 

My lady wishes it unloos'd again. 

Ever with rakes, my lord is «eVr at home : 

Ever engoff^d, my lady likes his room. 

He swears his hoy is not his real son ; 

'NLj lady thinks it is not all his own. 

He'll have a separate bed ,•— 'Tis ?ier desire ; 

Sheets warm'd» bed made, the smiling pair retire: 

The cause, tho' hidden, yet the same their want ; 

He sends for miss, and she for her gallant. 

If union, then, makes blessed the fnarriage life. 
The same the husband, and the same tke rwi^ \ 
If in two breasts one k^^ ^Nes^V^l s^wiwei^ 
What two mote ?iap|wj \Sa»axxSw&>wBirA •^*>''^'^ ^ 
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THE OLD CHEESE. 

Poor Tom, who all the Tillage knows 
Is snubbM and drubb'd too by his spouse, 
Got leaye one day some friends should come 
To dine, and he be lord at home. 
He d — d the cook, cursM geese and pease, 
" Take 'em away, and bring the cheese." 
She scarce could bear, but went her way, 
To where her cudgel us'd to lay. 
She held it, by her guests unseen : 
" Is this old cheese, love, that you mean ?* 
" No, put it by," he says, " my dear, 
We'll e'en make shift with what is here." 



THE bachelor's SOLlLOaUY, IN" IMITA- 
TION OP THE FAMOUS 80LILOQUT OF 

HAMLET. 

To wed, or not to wed — that is the question : 
Whether it is better still to rove at large 
From fair to fair,, amid the wilds of passioOy 
Or plunge at once into a sea of marriage. 
And quench our fires ? — To marry-*-take a wife- 
No more — and by a wife to say we quell 
Those restless ardours, all those nat'ral tumults 
That flesh is heir to ;— 'tis a consolation 
Devoutly to be wish'd. — Marry — a wife, 
A wifee-perchance a devil : — ay, there's the rub ; 
For 'mong that angel sex what devils are found, 
When they have shuffled off the virgin mask, 
Must give us pause. — There's the respect 
That keeps a prudent man so long a bachelor ; 
For who would bear the taimts of longing maids. 
The harlot's impudence, the prude's £sdain, 



\ 
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The pangs of love despis'd, coquettes* delay, 

The insolence of beauty, and the spurns 

WTiich merit bears, when fools become their fav'rites ; 

When he hlmsdf might his quietus make 

With one kind woman ! — Say, what youth could bear 

To wish and sigh alone the weary night, 

To dangle after belles, coquettes, and wenches. 

But that the dread of something after honey-moon, 

(That gaily fleeting period, whose sweet joys 

Few loves, alas ! survive) puzzles the will, 

And bids us rather linger in thie path. 

The well known simple path of single life, 

Than tempt the dark perplexed ways of wedlock ! 

Thus forethought does niiEide bachelors- of us all : 

And hence the face of many a willing maid 

Is sicklied o^er with the pale cast of languishment; 

And many a youth of no small pith and moment, 

With this regard, spends all his days in whcnring, 

And damns the name of husband. 



BREECHES. — Alf ODE. 

Ok some high mountain's rugged top sublime, 

Wiiere mortal tyrant never trod, 
Through all the rounds of time, 

Free as the unpolluted clod, 
Fain would I sit, hare'hreecK'd ! most fitly so, 
That the free wind might blow. 

Its wdcome rude, changing the native hue 
Of those unclothed parts from red to blue, 

And every rainbow tint and dye. 

Making sweet variety. 

I Jove such honest ftee^xii.j>o«X.\sst ^«t 

Than the false sun«toinft oi xJaa c«k««^ «^«ssS^ 



wXl!^ °»*s, which no 

^""^""'honesthowljho's, 

When thus baie.b»>fv.iiM i. 
Upon Ae mmu,Z^i^^, 

^^^wmUd „y and I wouM si 

I'isCd to n.^ ^^*' " "on^ 
ATdw&r?«'«kiDg: 



"Now,goody, — Dow,goody, — what we you shout f" 

I cried u I came near ; 
But she took no heed oT me, indeed, 

Just sa if she didn't hesi. 

But she said her say, and niDmbled away. 

As no one had heen by ; 
And she look'd like a witch, ifshedrapp'd a stitch. 

And cried, " Worse luck for I." 

And I marked the goose-quiU by hei side. 

In nhich her needle was pUc'd ; 
And I thought of the goose from whence it came. 

And whidi had a saTOury taste- 
But whilst I pondei'd how my thoughts 

Mote best resolved be. 
The old wtlher'd hag, in her palch'd red ng. 

Most strangely vanish'd mm me : 

For she rose from her seat, and waJk'd into her shed. 

As another old woman would do ; 
When a witch might as well have walk'd on her head, 

Or on a bnximatick flew. 

And nerer, oh neyer, have I seen, 

Gver since that tfrrible day, 
The old wither'd has. In her black and red lag. 

Or the Blocking the bore away ! 



Thus sung the Bard oT old, and deem'd no fbol, 

"Sweet are the uses of AdveTsitf I" 
A Dame who kickelh from ^oai rHH? 1**™ »w3>-. 

And, savage, Bhowett not one ^KBxA'*^''^^*'^* 
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Bids all your fancied-dearest friends tii^rn tale, 
Greets with wir'd whips, and blesses with a jnil ! 

Mistress of this wisdom-teaching Pain, 
With PiU'ry, Gibbet, Famine, in thy train. 

Go, knock, God bless thee, knock at others^ doors; 
By all my favorite gods of prose and rh3niie, 

1 feel not thy philosophy sublime — 

Go, seek the Zealot who thy stripes implores. 

Go, thunder at another's house thy strife ; 
Snatch from a husband's happy arms a wife ; 

Blot from his soul each glimm'ring ray of hope ! 
Rack all his lovely daughters with disease ; 
Poison his son, and, more thy rage to please, 

Present the fainting father with a rope ! 

But let me keep wife, children, peace,, and land,— 
And learn thy lessons all at second hand. 

My taste is dull — yes, vastly dull, indeed ! 

I hate to see a brother mortal bleed ; 
I hate to hear a gentle nature groan, 

And, Goddess, more especially my own. 

Yes, yes, Heav'n knows my taste is more confinM ; 
Prefers the Zephjrr to the howling wind ; 
Prefers too, such my star's unlucky blunder. 
One hour's bright calm to months of cloud and 
thunder. 

Thou possibly mayst be a good physician. 
But, certes^ dost not know my weak condition. 
Blisters, and scarifying, and spare diet. 
Would set my nervous system in a riot ; 
Rich cordial draughts would answer best, I trow, 
Made up by Messieurs Hammersly and Co. 
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Thine iron scourge would really act in vain, 
So apt am I to make wry mouths at pain ; 

At disappointment much indinM to moan. 
Whenever then, O Goddess, things we see, 
That with one^s nature so much ^agree, 

Methinks Hwere better they were let alone. 

To tumble from a house, or from a tower. 
And break a luckless brace of legs and arms, 

Would make one look most miserably sour ; 
Yet there are men who deem all these no harms. 

Then seek them. Goddess— souse them on the stones. 
And, for their godly comfort, crack their bones. 
If, in a well-stuffM coach, well overset, 
A broken 1^, and thigh, and arm, I get, 

I am not, I confess, of that pure leaven. 
To crawl out on my hands and knees, and say, 
Grace-like, " For what I have receiv'd this day, 

I humbly thank thee, O most gracious Heav'n !^* 

O Mistress of the terrifjdng mien. 

The boatswain^s deep-ton'd voice and brawny 
arm ! 
O be not within leagues of Peter seen ; 

Thy cat^*.nine-tails cannot, cannot charm. 
A stupid scholar. Goddess, I ^all be ; 
Thy conversations are too deep for me. 

Yes, Madam, you are too sublime a dame 
For Peter^s company, I speak with shame— 

A little winning wench contenteth me, 
*ClepM Fortune, a good-natuiM smiling lass. 
Who constant lights my pipe and fills my ^Iasa^ 

And makes my ev^iy day a \\3\y^«^ 



A hawk.like appetite, and empty j^ 
The bleak wind whistling through i 

The flight of fancied friends, a Am 
Are things for whidi my bowds do 
For, rot me, madam, if I can discen 

One atom of their several earthly 

Morality may wear a ruffled shirt, 
I really think, and not his consciena 

Morality may also like nice pickle 
For since the great All. wise has give 
Mankind were certainly a set of owls 

To dare to place damnation in a cl 

Morality, I ween, may go well drest. 

Keep a good fire, and live upon the I 

Tnrow by his wheel-barrow, and k( 

^ Visit the op'ra, masquerade, and pla] 

I Drink Claret, Burgundy, Champagni 

J Get fiftv thouaanil «n*l» 
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So great for my own person is my love. 

And hard thy lessons, I can't now begm *em— . 

Besides, as I have hinted just above, 
I'd rather read of battles than be in 'em. 



THE SEARCH FOR CONTENT. 

One day when the gods were engaged in chat, 
Like mortals, conversing on this thing and that, 
The thunderer observ'd, that to earth he had sent. 
As a blessing to man, the fair goddess Content. 
But so long she'd been absent, he fear'd she was lost ; 
He therefore resolv'd to send Hermes, the post. 
To search in what quarter the fugitive stray'd. 
And fairly report the disco v'ries he made. 
The order was giv'n, and quickly the god 
Adjusted his bonnet, and took up his rod ; 
Outstripping the winds, he, quick as the light. 
To the white clifis of Britain directed his fl^ht. 
As Britain he knew was of Europe the pride. 
Content he conceiv'd must in Britain reside. 

In quest of the goddess he first went to court. 
Supposing she'd choose such a splendid resort ; 
But observing the throne was encircled with care, 
He wisely concluded she'd never been there. 
To the minister next he directed his course, 
And found the state-pilot with wrangling was hoarse ; 
Though his face wore a smile, and &ough placid his ' 

mien. 
Yet Content he eonfess'd he had never yet seen. 

He next took a trip to the sons of ambition, 
Who bawl and declaim to promote opposition ; 
But he knew, from the marks of chagrin in. ^ar^ 

face, 
That Content with thefaclVow^w^ o^Xfc wiN.^'^^^'^^ 
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To the dergy his course he detenniii*d to steer. 
In hopes from the priesthood some tidings to hear ; 
But Content was a stranger to all, they confess*d. 
Though each could describe her, and wishM her Ids 

guest. 
Next day, to a bbhop he went, at the dawn. 
Whose merit had gainM him the mitre and lawn ; 
For a month he was pleas'd with his splendid con- 
dition, 
And own'd himself high as his highest ambition ; 
But hearing him pray for a speedy translation. 
She was greatly provokM, and retirM from her sta- 
tion. 

Disappointed, from hence noble Hermes withdrew, 
And joined, in a tavern, a bacchanal crew : 
The joke, laugh, and bottle went merrily round. 
But dieir glee was repaid by a head>ach, he found ; 
They jokM without wit, and they laughed without 

mirth, 
And their happiness ow*d to the bottle its birth : 
He therefore concluded, what oft iias been tried. 
That Content can't wiUi Comus or Bacchus reside. 

He next join'd a party of gossiping dames. 
Who'd met to demolish a list of good names : 
From the slander he heard, this reflection he drew, 
That the bosom of £nvy Content never knew. 

He now had recourse to some fox-hunting 'squires, 
Whose rudeness and health were deriv'd frpm their 

sires: 
He found 'twas their business, their ultimate good. 
To spring over hedges, and shout in a wood ; 
They frankly inform'd him 'tis bliss they pursue. 
But never o'ertake it, though always in view : 



L 



At Oifind and Cambridge, he found, in each 
college, 

A good stock of Port, and > deep iimd of know- 
ledge; 

Where her aid Alma Mater with BoundnesB un. 

Fair science to Tear, and to foster the arta. 
A piofeMoijhc saw, with his tTencher-CBpp'd people, 
Wm lolemid; tailing the height of a steeple. 
And Dtliers were tilling a mightf balloon, 
Rewlv'd to adventure a liip to the moon, 

A party, with meagre lontemplatire lookt, 

Wen smoothing the dog's ears, and dusting their 

books. 
A fe*, he abserv'd, to secure a degree. 
Were carefully meas'ring the leaps of a flea. 
And hop'd they'd be able t' elucidate soon 
At bow many springs she could leap to the moon. 
But amidst their acquirements, he found in each 

A snmcthing to poison and leaien the rest. 
So Ueimes tiDm college retum'd as he went, 
For none of the members had met with Content ; 
But all had concluded the goddess must dwell. 
Together with Truth, in a bottomless velL 

He Bought through (he navy, the army, and bar. 
But Content was not met with in peace or tn war. 
Ev'ry age he eiamin'd, each sex. all professions. 
Be inquir'd of each nymph, whether black, ttcsm-. 
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Fatigued, and despairing the goddess to meet. 
And without any due to point out her retreat. 
By chance he espy'd, at .the side of a wood^ 
A lonely low cottage, whose walls were of mud : 
Its top was green turf, and green rushes the thatch ; 
The door was quite plain, with a string to the latch. 
In front was a field, with a small flock of sheep ; 
And goats, at a distance, were climbing a steep. 
He gazM for a while, and was pleased with the 

spot; 
Then, lifting the latch, bolted into the cot. 
A shepherd was sat by a bright little fire. 
Whose aspect was placid, and neat his attire ; 
His wife with such looks as abundantly prove, 
By silent expression, obedience and love. 
Was employ^ at her wheeL Here the god look*d 

around. 
And saw with success his inquiries were crown*d ; 
For Content sat between them, and strove^ with a 

smile, 
Their labours, their cares, and their time to beguile. 
When the goddess and Hermes, o'erjoyM at the 

meeting. 
Had saluted each other, and finished their greeting, 
Hermes ask'd, with an arch but a good tempered 

tone. 
How long have you liv'd, pray, with Darby and 

Joan ? 
Content, with a look of much mildness, reply'd. 
They've been married three weeks, and I came with 

the bride ; 
But, from what I've observed, I can plainly foresee 
They cannot for many days longer agree ; 
Fo/ madam, last night, in a petulant fit. 
With an iJl-natur'd air, gave me naming to quit ; 
ADd now I'm resolv'd, in lYve coAxwa oi «.^«^ 
To take a French leave, aaaA ne^? cvJ»3t\«» \» wSk. 



The dialogue ended ; and Heimes, the eod, 
Tied the wings to his shoes, and adjusted his rod j 
Gave a kiss to Conlenc and the two honest people. 
Then sprang from the ground to the height of a 

Join'd the gods in a minute, and made this lepoit 
At the fitst quarter-Bes^ons, when Joie vas in court. 
Jove heard the detail, and was Horry he*d sent. 
On an errand so fruitless, the soddeaa Contmt 
"So, Hermes," said he, "with apoiie of gods, 
Go fetch her OQce more to these happf abodes i 
Let Patience go with you, but leave her below, 
As the highest felicity mortala shall know. 
Whose lives are a wonderful mixiure of ills, 
Springit^ up Irom tbcdr passions, their fancies and 

Content seeks admission, with labour, in lain ; 
Tbenlellhsn have Patience, and cease to complain." 
Well pleas'd with their errand, they cheerfully went. 
And brought hack, rejoicing, the goddess Content ; 
But Patience they lei^ by the Father assign'd 
To comfbrt, relieve, and encourage mankind : 
And if Ih^'ie a wish for Content, 't»ill be eiv'n 
When Patience has render'd them worthy of Heav'n. 



The night was dark, and drear the heath. 
And sudden howl'd the wind. 

When o'er the wold ■ pilgrim itray'd. 
Some friendly inn to find. 



He hasten'd to a feeble light 

That glimmer' d. {nmi «,tBI^ 

Bj which he liew" 4 & d^ "tnoi* 

And found it itw ^liie &t»x. 



I T"7 



Three gentle taps the pilgrim giUI 
"When Mary op'd the door, \ 

And ushered in her weary guest, , 
Not knowing he was poor. ] 

But Mary^s een were rather dim. 
Or else she might have kenn*d 

He was nae muckle wealthie wighi 
The widow to befriend. 

No cockle-shell or cowl had he. 
Nor pilgrim's staff so tall ; 

Nor sand^ shode had he, I wean. 
If any shoone at all. 

He ate, he drank, he prais*d the ali 
Most sumptuously he fed. 

And, when he heard the clock strik 
He march*d up stairs to bed. 
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I neither borrow cash nor plate, 
Nor neither do I lend. 

Daughter, I lik*d thy supper much. 

And much I lik*d the dressing ; 
Therefore, for all I have receiv'd, 

I leave thee, child, my blessing." 

Poor Mary Jones astonishM stood. 

To see the good man pray ; 
At length the hostess silence broke. 

And thus to him did stay : 

*^ I ne*er a pilgrim housed before, 

Nor such like holy folk ; 
But, as you say the custom's old, 

I bend beneath the yoke. 

No doubt you have a conscience good. 

Nor do I mean to shock it ; 
But, pilgrim, when you call again. 

Bring money in your pocket.** 



A PLEA FOR PROVERBS, AND A SCRAP OF 
ETYMOLOGY. 

Stanhope, the witty and polite. 
Who, with much labour, did indite 
A book of never.failing rules. 
To turn to knaves poor simple fools, 
Gall*d (as I much incline to guess) 
By some strong truth VxiYvox&!^^ ^vi^v 
To give his wit and a.x^^e:t ncx^C^ 
Thus to his daxlinf^ PY^^ ^eoX. • 



f 
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^^ Beware of proverbs ; use them not. 

Or they your fair renown will blot ; 

And though they may proclaim you able 

To sparkle at a kitchen table, 

Believe me, never will propiote 

Your interest with a man of note.^* 

Then, just by of way of peroration. 

He gives a wUty illustration ; 

And, showing how <' the FandaP* opes 

His mouth, full cramm'd with homely trope^ 

Again, with cautions strong and strict, 

R^terates his interdict. 



Yet, maugre Stanhope*s witty vein, 
A thought has long possessed my brain. 
That on much solid wisdom lies 
Beneath the provcrb^s plain disguise ; 
As oh benea^ a rude external 
We find the richest-flavour'd kernel. 
To prove the truth of this position, 
My Muse, with wond*rous expedition, 

Of instances could give you plenty 

Let one suffice as well as twenty. 

The proverb, by the maid designM 
To head her lecture, you will find 
In Phcedrut, if his fables you hunt, — 
iVon omnia omnibus congruunt ; 
Which we in English thus explain, 
" What's food for some is others* bane." 
And now, with all convenient speed. 
To th' exposition we proceed. 
Once on a time — ^no matter when — 
Five hundred years, perhaps, or ten, 
A worthy moidc (ajAze on Fame ! 1 

Who has not registered his name), * 



\ 
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Overcome with philanthropic feeling, 
Resolved to learn the art of healing. 
And, like a cobbler, to make whole, 
As well the body as the soul. 

Fir*d at the thought, he cast his eye 
Amidst the tenants of a sty ; 
And, on a novel practice ben^ 
Ventured a bold experiment : 
Amidst the porkers' washy food, 
A mess of antimony stew'd ; 
But wha^ peculiar end he sought. 
The page of hist'ry " sayeth not." 
Forthwith the swinish multitude 
'Oan raise their clamours, loud and rude ; 
All gruntuig, kicking, tossing, urging, 
And troubled with a dreadful p g , 
SeemM, as they writh'd beneath the smart, 
To deprecate the doctor*s art. 
But, lo ! a wonder ! Shortly after 
(A metamorphose worth your laughter) 
Each hog increasM to such a size. 
The doctor scarce believed his eyes ; 
And oft he rais'd his voice to bless 
His patron-saint for such success. 

PleasM at the change, the holy man 
Determin'd to enlarge his plan. 
And on each reverepd brother try 
The panacea of the sty ; 
For he had oft with sorrow seen 
Their sickly hues, and bodies lean.^ 
Such ills proceed (I grieve to tell ! j 
From the excess of living weU ! 
So straight—the secxel Vefi:^ak% O^sari— 
He gave to each a i^\efil CtSM^ 
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Hoping to fill each paunch thereby. 
To a ^ill friar's dignity. 
But (sad to say !) they took so HI 
This token of his kind good- will. 
That (as his knowledge to deride) 
They, one all, laid down and died ! 
Thus proving, past all contradiction. 
My apothegm is not a fiction. 



OK THE LADIES HOT WEARIjKG POCKETS. 

" How foolish are our ladies grown ?" 
Cries Jack ; and thus he thinks it shown. 

" Walking down Piccadilly, 
" I met to-day,*' says he, " whole bands 
Holding their purses in their hands ! 

Sure nothing is more silly." 

Now I maintain the fashion's good, 
Since from it may be understood 

(So, pray, let no one mock it) 
Their sense of charity is deep ; 
For no one now can say " they keep 

*' Their money in their pocket ** 



MONSIEUR TOKSOy. 

There liv'd, as Fame reports, in days of yore, 
(At least some fifty years ago, or more) 

A pleasant wight, on town ydep'd Tom King : 
A feUow that was clever at a joke ; 
Expert in all the arts to teaze and smoke ; 

In short, for strokes of humour, quite the thing. 
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To annj a jovial dub this King van knowa, 
With wfaOQi his acliye vit uarivoll'd shone : 

Choice apiiic, grave fiee-maun, buck, and blood, 
Would crowd hi» stories and bon-moti to hear ; 
And none & diBappranlmcnt e'er could fear. 

His humour Sow'd in such a copious flood. 

Tn him a frolic wu a high delight t 

A frolic he would hunt for day and night, 

Caielesa how Prudence on the sport mi^t frown : 
If e'er a pliiasantiniBchief sprung to view, 
At once o'er hedge and diltJl away he Bew, 

Nor left the game till he had run it down. 

One night our hero, rambling with a fViend, 
Near fam'd St. Giles's chanc'd hu course to bend, 

Just by that spot the Seven-Dials highti 
'Twaa silence all around, and clear the coast ; 
The watch, as usual, dozing on his post ; 

And scarce a lamp dinplay'd a twinkling lifchl. 

Aiound this place there liv'd the num'roui clans 
Of honeat, plodding, tbreign artisans. 

Known at that time by name of Refugees ; 
The rod of persecution from theii home 
Compell'd the inoflfensive race to roam. 

And here they lighted like a swarm of bees. 

Well ! our two frimds were 5aunt*ring Ihro' the 



And, though a dim and melanclioly ray. 
It seem'd the prolc^cue to some merry play ; 

So tow'rds the gloomy dome our hero drew. 
Sttmight at the flooi he ^le » ';&>o^-t«iij>Ws.— 
The time, we mB,y aa^poie, -Mat Wii •! •^>»*^ 
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'^ 1*11 ask,'* says King, '' if Thomson lodges 
here." 
« Thomson !" cries t'other ; " who the devil's he ? 
^^ I know ndt," King replies, '^ but want to see 

What kind of animal will now appear. 



I* 
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After some time, a little Frenchman came — 
One hand displayed a rushlight's trembling flame, 

The other held the thing Siey caU culotte ; 
An old stripM woollen night-cap grac'd his head, 
A tatter'd waistcoat o'er one shoulder spread — 

Scarce half awake, he heav'd a yawning note. 

Tho' thus untimely rous'd, he courteous smH'd, 
And soon address'd our wag, in accents mild, 

Bending his head politely to his knee— ^ 

^^ Pray, Sara, >vat vant you, dat you come so late? 
I beg your pardon, Sara, to make you vait ; 

Pray, tell me, Sare, vat your commands vid me ?" 

" Sir," reply'd King, " I merely thought to know. 
As by your house I chanc'd to-night to go- 
But really I disturb'd your sleep, I fear ! 
I say, I thought that you, perhaps, could tell. 
Among the folks who in Uiis street may dwell. 
If there's a Mr. Thomson lodges here ?" 

The shiv'ring Frenchman, tho' not pleas'd to find 
The business of this unimportant kind. 

Too civil to suspect 'twas meant in jeer, 
Shrugg'd out a sigh, that thus his rest should break ; 
Then, with unalter'd courtesy, he spake — 

'^ No, Sare ; no Monsieur Tonson lodges here." 



Our wag begg'd pardon, and tow'rds home he sped, 
While l]he poor Frenchman crawl'd again to bed : 
But King resolv'd not thus to drop the jest ; 
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So, the next night, with more of whim than grace, 
Again he made a visit to the pl&ce, 

To break once more the poor old Frenchman's 
rest. 

He knocked— but waited longer than before ; 
No footstep seem'd approaching to the door, 

Our Frenchman lay in such a sleep profound. 
King with the knocker thunderM then again, 
Firm on his post determined to remain ; 

And oft, indeed, he made the door resound. 

At last King hears him o*er the passage creep. 
Wondering what fiend again disturbed his sleep : 

The wag salutes him with a civil leer ; 
Thus drawling out, to heighten the surprise. 
While the poor Frenchman rubb'd his heavy eyes — 

" Is there — a Mr. Thomson lodges here ?' 



>»» 



»» 



The Frenchman falterM with a kind of fright^ 
" Vy, Sare, I'm sure, I tell you, Sare, last night.! 

And here he labour'd with a sigh sincere — 
" No Monsieitr Tonson in the varld I know ; 
No Monsieur Tonson here — I told you so ; 

Indeed, Sare, dere no Monsieur Tonson here 1" 

Some more excuses tender'd, ofF King goes. 
And the old Frenchman sought once more repose. 

The rogue next night pursu'd his old career. 
'Twas long, indeed, before the man came nigh, 
And then he utter'd, in a piteous cry~^ 

*' Sare, *pon my soul, no Monsieur Tonson here !" 

Our roortive wight his uBuaii V\«.v\.'^<^.\ > 
And me next night came fotXh «t \ji»X\ia»%\Ba^ ^ 
Whose tongue, indeed, th«n wci^ \m2!b.;«ccv\. v^&^sst « 



X ue aamsel tben began, in doleml st| 
The Frenchman's broken slumbers tit 

And beggM he*d call at proper tinM 
King told her, she must fetch her mai 
A chaise was ready — he was leaving tl 

But first had much of deep concern 

Thus urgM, she went the snoring man 
And long, indeed, was she obligM to b 

Ere she could rouse the torpid lump 
At last, he wakes— he rises — and he sv 
But scsurcely had he totter'd down the t 

'When King attacks him in his usua 

The Frenchman now percdvM *twas a] 
To this tormentor mildly to complain, 

And straight, in rage, hegan his a& 
^^ Sare, vat de devil make you treat mi 
Sare, I inform you, Sare,_tree night8_q^ 

Got dam, I sweur «rt ~ 
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The name of Thomson raised the storm so high, 
He deem*d it, then, the safest plan to fly, 
With — " Well, I'll call when you're in gentler 
mood," 

In short, our hero, with the same intent, 

FuU many a night, to plague the Frenchman, went ; 

So fond of mischief was the wicked wit ! 
They throw out water — ^for the watch they call ; 
But King, expecting, stUl escapes from all. 

Monsieur, at last, was forc'd his house to quit. 

It happen'd that our wag, about this time. 

On some fair prospect, sought the eastern clime. 

Six ling'ring years were there his tedious lot I 
At length, content, amid his ripening store. 
He trends again on Britain's happy shore. 

And his long absence is at once forgot. 

To London, with impatient hope, he flies ; 
And, the same night, as former freaks arise. 

He fain must stroll, the well-known haunt to trace. 
" Ah ! here's the scene of frequent mirth," he said : 
'^ My poor old Frenchman, I suppose, is dead. 
Egad ! I'll knock, and see who nolds his place.' 



tt 



With rapid strokes he makes the mansion roar ; 
And, while he, eager, eyes the op'ning door, 
- Lo ! who obeys the knocker's rattling peal ? 
"Why, e'en our Frenchman ! Strange to say. 
He took his old abode that very day ! 

Capricious turn of sportive Fortune's wheel ! 

Without one thought of the relentless foe^ 
Who, fiend-like, haunted \mxi «lt)\oxi^|,«^^ 
Just in his formex tdm. Vie xvo'w v^^ftsx^"* 
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The waistcoat and the nightcap seem*d the same ; 
With rushlight, as before, he creeping came, 
And King's detested voice, astonished, hears. 

As if some hideous spectre struck his sight. 
His senses seemed bewildered with afiright ; 

His face, indeed, bespoke a heart full sore : 
Then, starting, he exclaim'd, in rueful strain, 
*^ Begar ! here's Monsieur Tonson come again !'' 

Away he ran, and ne'er was heard of more 1 



THE PILGRIMS AND THE PEAS. 

A BRACE of sinners, for no good. 

Were order'd to the Virgin Mary's shrine, 

Who at Loretto dwelt, in wax, stone, wood. 
And, in a cuiVd. white wig, look'd wond'rous 
fine. 

Fifty long miles had those sad rogues to travel. 
With something in their shoes much worse than 

gravel: 
In short, their toes, so gentle, to amuse. 
The priest had order'd peas into their shoes 

A nostrum famous in old Popish times 
For purifying souls that stunk with crimes ; 

A sort of apostolic salt. 

That Popish parsons for its powers exalt 
For keeping souls of sinners sweet. 
Just as our kitchen salt keeps meat. 

The knaves set off on the same day. 
Peas in their shoes, to go and pray ; 
But very different was their speed, I wot : 



The Mhei limp'd u if he had been shot* 

One Mw the Vi^io aoon — peccavi cried — 
Had lli> aoul whiCewash'd all bo clever { 

When home ugaia he nimbly hied. 
Made fit, wbh lainti ■bove, to livj fbr ever. 

Id cdtning back, however, let me la;, 
He met his brolher rogue about baK way. 
Hobbling with ouUtrelcb'd bum and bending kneei, 
bamning the eouU and bodies of the peas ; 
His eyes In tears, bis cheeks and btow in sweat, 
I>«ep sympathizing with his groaning feet. 

" How now f the light.toed, whitcwash'd pilgrim 

" You lazy lubber 1" 
" Odds curse it !' cried the other, " 'tis no joke — 
My feet, once hard as any rock. 

Are now as soft as blubber. 

" Excuse me, Vii^^n Mary, that I swear ; 
As fof Loietto, I ^all not get iheie t 
No t to the devl my sinful loul must go ; 
For, damme, if I ha'ii'l lost ev'ry toe. 

" But, brother sittner, do explain 
How 'tia that you are not in pain ; 

What power hath work'd a wonder for your toes ; 
While 1, just like a snail, am cisvling. 
Now swearing, now on sunta devoutly bawling. 

Whilst not a rascal cotnes to ease mj <k<w«% 

" How is't that you can AiVe & pEstoam^ «>i . 
Merry, u if that noughtbiA^iiigSW^*-."*'*^'^ 



1 took the liberty to boil^ 



( 
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A^ RECKOKIKG WII 

Come on, old Time ! nay, tha 
OaSkt ! thou com'st on fast en< 

Wing'd foe to feather'd Cupi 
But, tell me. Sandman ! ere tti] 
Have multiplied upon my brain 

So thick to make me stupid ;• 

Tell me, Death's Journeyman !• 
Hear thou my speech ;-— 1 will \ 

Irrev'rent while I try it ; 
For, though I mock thy flight. 
Thy forelock fills me with such 

I: — never take thee hy it* 



And, vben at Chriit Church, *twu thy sport 
To nek my biaiaa with dobjuiee Pon, 

And lectures out of number i — 
There Preahmui Folly quafBi uid lingi. 
While Graduate Dulnen dogs thy wings 

With mathematic lumber. 

Thy pinions, next, (vhich, while they wave, 
Fan all our birth-dayi to the graTe) 

1 think, ere it was prudent, 
Bidloaa'd me from the achoolB t« town, 
Where I was parachutei down, 

A dapper Temple student. 

Then much, in diamas did I look. 

Much slighted thee and great Lord Coke ; 

Congreve beat Blackstone hollow ; 
Shakspeare made all the atstutea stale. 
And, ui my crown, no pleaa had Hsle 

To lupoiede Apollo. 

Ah, Thne ! those Taging beats, I find. 
Were the men di^.slai of my mind ; 

How codI Is retrospection 1 
Youth's gaudy aummei-salstice o'er, 
Experience yields a mellow More, 

An autumn of reflection t 

Mliy did I let the god of song 
Lnre me from law, to join his thnmg, 

Oull'd by Mime sl^ht applauses ? 
What's Terse to A when vtrtm B ? 
Oi what John Bull, a comedy. 

To pleading John Bull's causes ? 




DE** *TMie in '^^ -Tit • 

getf-buoy»»t 1" -arf o«e* 
Had e'en oo^» 



Till wuh'd within the bu, qnile mug, 
HnmouT is contTaband— 4 dnig ; 

For know, m; honest fellow. 
Young amorous bairistera 10 bilk. 
Wit, ere abe sins in Tobes of silk. 

Does penaace in pinnellB. 

Leave comiron law to common men ; 
Beliere me, Oeorge, thj nervoui pen 

A brigbtei cause espouses ; 
Vok'd to ihe rambling draj of law. 
Let others emptj pleadings draw ; 

'Tla thine to dnw — full houses. 

How manf TOlBiiei of the Muse 
"r Band as blot ' 

With politics 
While at a sing-song house, I'm told, 
Where foreign notes are chang'd for gol^* 

Some icat, and others kill me. 

Thou know'at my little vlnnin; wagi ; 
I live bf eating modem plays — 

(A milk and water diet) i 
But thou wouldst starve me, leUsh man ! 
Go gnaw thy pen — I never can — 

'Twould brealt my teeth to try it. 

When wilt thou write lilie other men 7 
OlMerve your brethren of the pen, ' 

Mow scomfiilly I treat 'em : 
Like oysters (saiTOwful to lell), 
Their plays no sooner quit the shell, 

Than, prerto — pa»~I eat 'em. 
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Shall still thy dramas treasure ; 
They're one and all so truly good. 
That, though they never give me food. 

They always give me pleasure. 

Thus sailing down Life's eddying pool. 
My wings shall fan thy passions cool — 

^sha ! cease this idle pother ! 
My eyes draw dim — give me your hand ; 
One-half my glass is chok'd with sand ! 

Let's fill with wine the other ! 

Long may'st thou flourish, wisely gay. 
Till my own forelock turns to grey ; 

And when old Pluto's raven 
Shall croak thee to thy narrow room, 
The passenger, upon thy tomb, 

l^all read these lines engraven : 

'^ Within this monumental bed 
Apollo's favourite rests his head : 

•Ye mourners, cease your grieving ; 
A son the father's loss supplies ; 
Be comforted, though Colman dies. 

His ' Heir at Law'' is living !" 



THE KOBLE B.EyEKOE.«.A TALE« 

All people, languages, and nations, 
Li summer time have country stations. 
And have contrivances and ways. 

Some very old and oihc» xww. 
To iret the better of loiift ^7S ^^ 

Wiich are the Yiardeat u> %\x\Au«- 



In IUI7, the moniing pasm 
In visiting and hearing iqukb ; 
And every creature, after dinner, 

Retiies, in couples or alone ; 
Both male and female, aunt and sinner. 

Strip themselTes nalied aa a atone- 
All the world's oat vhen night approaches, 
A.foot, in curricles, and coaches ; 
^en ibej give conccrta, and act plays, 

And sup a[ one another's houaes ; 
The «ivea go with their ciciabeoa. 

Their mates with other people's apouaes. 

In France, and probably in Spain, 
Summer gets on with toil and pain ; 
The ladies sally with long canes. 

To gather flowers, or pick a sallad. 
Attended by fantastic swains, 

Lilie figure-danceia in a ballet. 

Some slay witliin, and do much better ; 
Some only stay to write a letter ; 

Others into the garden run. 
To bowl, or shoot with bows and arrows ; 

Strephon, with Chloe and a gun. 
Makes love, and fires among the sparrovs ; 
Kill all the tenants of the grove. 
But let those live thai only live to love. 

Pity, how do English lummeis go ? 
They pass their summers but so so ; 
Alore like the Germans than the French ; 

Drinking aa long as they are able. 
And never thinking of & iteni^ 

Till all the U<iuci'a oK the taXAe ■. 
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ey give their mind that way, 

ore alert than they ; 

^lly afraid, 

icroaches there so much. 

Id spoil the Cyprian trade, 

spoils it with Uie Dutch. 

, in the month of June, 
quite out of tune : 
t right, she and my lord 
:he old country seat ; 
joy, with one accord, 
part, and seldom meet 

need to mope alone ; 
•mpanions of their own : 
rorst, without all question, — 
ns, squires, parsons, without end ; 
8 of a strong digestion, — 
and her fiddling friend. 

f lord had a resource, 
things equaller, of course, 

ice his lordship chooses, 

t upon what pretence, 

;mple of the muses, 
less judgment than expense. 

ime a little faster, 
lointing a toast-master, 
nple*s sacred shade 
:e Nama, to his charmer, 
e favorite chambermaid, 
daughter of some farmer. 

1 a spy TeveaV^ 

lat those wafts conceiK^* 



1 
/ 
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MHien my lord was inclin*d to take it. 

There was a room for making tea ; 
My lady*8 woman us*d to make it, 

And always U8*d to keep the key. 

He had left off tea some time ; but why, 
Abigail was resolv'd to spy. 
Within the room she made, or fowid, 

A hole to peep into the next ; 
Her labour with success was crown'd. 

Though the discov'ry made her yex*d. 

He left off tea, you may infer, 
Because he was tir*d to death of her. 
She saw, as plain as eyes could see, 

And never saw him half so keen, 
My lord, as busy as a bee. 

Sipping the sweets of sweet eighteen* 

To be discarded and tum*d off. 

Of every servant-wench the scoff. 

For whom ? the wife of a mean tailor ; 

Such was the njrmph in the muse's house ! 
She look'd as if she could impale her. 

Even as a tailor could a louse. 

My lord returned, sated with glory ; 
And Betty ran ^to tell her story. 
Says she, your ladyship's so Idnd, 

My zeal for you made me susf^ciout ; 
I watch'd, but never thought to find 

Any thing downright flagitious. 

Against mankind she dedaim'd next. 
And then stood closely to hex texX \ 
Minutely painted the whole «oen.e. 
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The njmph, her age, her lovely figure, 
And, to increase her lady's spleen, 
She magnified his lordship's vigour. 

Great was her ladyship's distress : 
How she would act is hard to guess : 
AU folks allow revenge is sweet. 

And many think there's nothing sweeter ; 
But 'tis a maxim with the great, 

The meaner the revenge, the greater. 

Caprice, according to Fontaine, 
Guides almost ev'ry female brain : 
If mere caprice can raise a flame 

To make a dwarf enjoy a queen. 
Revenge may make the noblest dame 

Employ an instrument as mean. 

Nature, left to herself, most prone is 

To follow the lex talionis : 

In ev'ry nice and doubtful case. 

My lady drove as nature led ; 
And so she took, in my lord*s place, 

Her rival's husband to her bed. 

A tailor's nothing on his board; 
In bed he's better than a lord ; 
Her ladjTsliip found him so there. 

And, by his help, after ten years, 
At last produc'd a son and heir. 

That mhde my lord the happiest of peers. 



I{ 
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TOMMY DALMAHOr. 

There livM within the Isle of Man, 

In comfort, in content, and joy, 
"Wliere all live happy, if they can, 

Mister and Mistress Dalmahoy. 

One little son, four years ago, 

BlessM this fond pair (as we are told) ; 
So Tommy Dalmahoy, you know. 

We may imagine four years old : 

When from his maid he chanc'd to stray, 

Who cried, " Come hack, you naughty hoy;' 
But, ah ! the soot-king stole away 
^ Poor little Tommy Dalmahoy. 

Now Dolly did not dare go home ; 

So, having run ahout sIL day, 
Still vainly seeking little Tom, 

At night she wisely — ran away. 

That night poor Airs. Dalmahoy 

All restless lay, no sleep had she, 
For thinking of her little hoy, 

And of her servant Dolly Dee. 

Next day (as vain was every plan 

These anxious parents could employ) 
Resolv'd to quit the Isle of Man, 

Mister and Mistress Dalmahoy. v 

" You know," said she, " my cousin Browiv^ " 

A widow, lives at "PcoXjoivn^^ \ 
Let us go live at Somew-To'vw*'' ^^ 

Said Dalmahoy ) ^«' M^7 \oN«fc, ^^ ^"2^* 
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Thej gainM the land by easy sail : 
Of time they would not risk the loss; 

So took two places in the mail, 
Whidi bnmglu diem safe to ChaDiig^C^iiis. 

Now be it known, that DoUy Dee, 

Tbe Tory day die came to town. 
As hicky as a girl coold be, 

EngagM benelf to Mistress Brown. 

This lady sddom was pro^c^'d, 

(And thus her health and temper kept). 

Bat when her parlour chimney amok'd. 
And then — she ▼ow'd it should be swept. 

This was the case one winter's day : 
The little freezing sweep i^peais ; 

His hands for mercy seem to pray, 
His eyes distilling Jgtfy tears. 

The maid exdaim'd — ^'Ah! can it be!*' 
He clasp*d her neck with eager joy ; 

And many kisses Dolly Dee 
Gave little Tommy Dalmahoy. 

Quite angry enter*d Mistress Brown, 

Who vow*d the maid should lose her place ; 

She, from her chamber coming down. 
Saw Dolly and the sweep embrace. 

Of virtue, prudence, moral laws, 

She prattled till her tongue was weak : 

The maid did not reply, because 
Hat heart was fulU-die could not speak. 

-4t length she ceased, anA ma d«as 
Exhausted sunk in w^eni fpo^ •• 



She cried (still tmabling from her flight), 
"I lee, deal Dolly, I've beta wrong; 

But ai joa knew, that you were Tight, 
Why did you Ut me icoU (O l^l^g" 

A ihou^dnl hMd had Mn. Brown, 

And fbnn'd ha plans with prudent ikil] ; 

So lent > note to Somen-Town ' 

(File minuta' walk fram PeotonviUe). 

"To-night, to take a cup of lea, 
And then at cards an haur employ, 

Vl'lll HilEren Brown be glad to see 
Milter and Miitiess Dalmahoy." 

Now by the time that Dolly Dee 

Had waah'd and comb'd poor little Tom, 

A note, u short as note could be, 

Aniv'd, lo say, " they both would come." 



Now Hiti and Hndwicfaes aftpen'd ( 
But what they were I must conc^I, 

Because I hare not truly heard 
If tbeji were bam, or beef, or veil. 

A diib *M plac'd at titbei end, .^ 

And, in the middle, nood between 
n gue«'d they what it m^ht porltod) 



sri'^ 
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When Mistress Brown the cover nds'd. 
Upstarted — Tommy Dahnahoy. 

His father star'd'—his mother shrieked, 
And, from her seat she tumbling down. 

In stronff hysterics, laughed and squeak*d, 
Whi(£ quite alarmed poor Mistress Brown. 

. The fit was o'er — she.wip'd her eyes ; 
Tom, jumping out, soon found a chair ; 
Cried Mistress Brown, '^ To supper rise, 
And 1*11 relate the whole afiair." 

The guests now each, with face serene. 
The sandwiches began to munch ; 

And Dolly moy*d the soup-tureen, 
And brought instead a bowl of punch. 

They ate and drank, with much delight. 
Till twelve o'clock, so great their joy ; 

And then said Mistress Brown, *' €KK>id.night, 
Mistef and Mistress Dalmahoy." 



A POOR poet's begging EPISTLE. 
SIR, 

Your friendship I court 

For a timely support ; 
My guts are grown' wond'rous limber ; 

My belly complains 

Of the want of my brains, 
M^ich us'd to supply it with timber. 

May I swing like a dog, 
If I have a hog. 
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A smelt, a george, or a tester ; 

But here am I pent 

To keep a sad Lent, 
Without any hopes of an Easter. 

I*ve sent to my betters 

Some circular letters 
Of this my dismal condition t 

But you, sir, I*m sure, 

My distemper will cure ; 
Or a halter must be my physician. 

*Tis the first time that I 

E*er a rhyming did try; 
In which, if I had any dciU, 

In a more elegant way. 

As I thought, I would say, 
Your obliged servant, Ra. Argill. 

p. 8. 

I hope you*ll excuse 

My unpolite muse : 
Did Bacchus my fancy inspire, 

Address you I would, 

In verses as good 
As any of Pope or of Prior. 



THE SPECTACLES* 



Robin, who to the plough was bred, 
And never learnt to write or read. 
Seeing the good old people use 
To r^ with glasses *cross their nose. 
Which constantly they wore about *em, 
And said they amid not do without 'em, 
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Happen*d one day to come to town ; 
And, as he 8aunter*d up and down. 
He chanc'd to spy where such like things 
Hung dangling on a row o( strings. 
It took him in the head to stop» 
And ask the master of the shop, 
If he could furnish folk that need 
With glasses that could make *em read ? 
Or self a pair of — what do you call it ? 
Would fit the nose, and would not gall it ? 
The maa his drawer in one hand took. 
The other op*d the Bihle-book. 
The drawer contaui*d of glassed plenty, 
' From ninety down to less than twenty ; 
Some set in horn, and some in leather ; 
But Rohin could approve of neither ; 
And when a hundred pairs had tried. 
And still had thrown them all aside. 
The man grew peevish — ^both grew vext, — 
And swore he could not read the text. 
" Not read !" — " Confound you for a fool; 
I'll hang if e*er you went to school ! 
Did you e*er read without the help 
Of spectacles ?" — " Why, no, you whelp ; 
Do people who can walk without. 
Buy crutches for to stump about ?'* 



THE POWEA OF 8C0LDIKO. — A TALE. 

Friend Benedict has got a wife. 
Whose hand he took to sweeten life : 
Her father gave her store of gold ; 
Her mother learnt her how to scold ; 
In this she has such pn^ress made. 
To be quite mistress of the trade. 
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Betty one day was washing up 
The chma, and she broke a cup. 
Her lady heard the pieces clatter. 
And straight ran in to know the matter : 
The broken cup, the mischief showing. 
Soon set her wond*rous clack a-going ; 
It went so very loud and clear, 
The servants left the room for fear; 
But as they, frightened, ran away, 
One touched her little lap-dog. Tray : 
The c^r shrieked out ; she heard the noise. 
With double fury raised her voice ; 
The tables, china, chairs, and glasses, 
AH animated, left their places ; 
Things, scarcely mov*d from year to year, 
Skipped through the room, as if for fear : 
The scene was mighty odd and droU, 
To see one after t* other roll. 
The room near empty, she still scolding, 
StunnM Benedict, awhile i)eholding; 
Who hegg'd^ at last, her tongue ^e*d stay. 
For fear me house should run away. 
Just then were stalking through the room, 
The mops, the brushes, and long broom ; 
She took tlie latter, broke his h^, 
And laid poor Benedict for dead. 
He, motionless, in bloody plight. 
Soon put his Peggy in a ftight. 
Not because she'd her husband lost. 
But lest her neck should pay the cost 
Security was needful next. 
For which she on this project fix'd : 
Just o*er his head a ham there hung. 
Which had kept motion with her tongue ; 
On seeing that suspended swing. 
And only fasten'd by a string. 
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She thumpt it till it tumbled down. 

And laid it by him on the ground ; 

Then, throwing by the guilty broom. 

She ran distracted round the nxnn, 

Ringing her cap from off her head. 

And screaming out, ^' He's dead, he's dead !'* 

The servants heard her speak of death. 

Came running in, all out of breath. 

Just then to his she laid her cheek, 

And, bubbling, cried, ^* My heart will break ; 

Ah I cruel ham, thus to destroy 

My dear, dear husband, life and joy ; 

Where is th^ wretch, O tell me where. 

That plac'd the ham to kill my dear ? 

Oh ! could I bring him back to life, 

I'd be the kind indulgent wife ; 

But that's a wish the gods deny. 

Nor will they with him let me die. 

Since tears of grief for ever must 

Flow from my eyes, I will be just 

To this dear maQ, nor ever name 

A foible that shall hurt his fame. 

I cannot now a loss sustain. 

That e'er will give me cause for pain ; 

Since he is gone I lov'd most dear. 

There's nothing left that merits caie." 

This spoke, she from the room was led. 
And straight conducted up to bed ; 
There fell into a sound repose, 
And in the morning early rose ; 
Sent John to call the mantua-maker. 
The mercer, tailor, undertaker : 
They soon obey'd the message sent. 
Got orders, and away they went. 
To make all ready uat "««» ft^ 1 

To lay her husband m ib» v^t. \ 



All things were finish*d in great haste, 
And in the coffin he was placM : 
His wife intended, the next day, 
To put his carcass in the day ; 
MHiich certainly had heen his fate, 
But for the thing 1*11 now relate : 
She told her boy (whose name was Page) 
To feed poor Poll, and dean the cag^; 
He with the parrot went to play, 
And let the pris'ner fly away. 
MHien this was to his mistress told. 
She did so stamp, so rave, so scold I 
Wish*d things inhuman to the boy. 
And vow*d she would the house destroy ! 
The servants, goods, and what were near. 
Absconded,, as before, for fear ; 
The house it shook, the fires blaz'd ; 
Her husband wak*d, like one amazed. 
Forced from his wooiden trunk its lid. 
And, frightened, from the prison fled ; 
Down stairs he ran, got to the door ; 
His Peggv saw him, scream'd the more, 
And quicidy would the house have split^ 
Had not she fell into a fit. 
The scolding ceased, the servants came, 
Wond*ring what had got their dame. 
Greatly fnghten*d when they found 
Her 6tretch*d and silent on die ground ; 
Some took her hands, some rais*d her head, 
But all concluded she was dead ! 
Poor Benedict, though in his shroud, 
Was busiest of the frighten*d crowd ; 
He ran for water for her face, 
But tumbled down, and broke the glass i 
Whilst this misdiaaice he 'was «».y^^^%> 
Hia wife reviv'd, and fell »-cr5\Ti%, 
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A8toni8h*d to behold again 
A man she had so lately slain ; 
Guilt, conscious guilt, now touch*d her heart. 
For acting the tyrannic part : 
Her husband saw her inward 'pain, 
And said, ^* My dear, your tears refrain.** 
This tender spe^ so strongly wrought, 
It from her this confession brought : 
" If you, my patient, injured love, 
M^ill not a guilty wife reprove, 
My former errors I*U repent. 
And henceforth be a penitent ; 
As wife, 1*11 ever stand in awe. 
And your commands shall be my law !** 
This vow she keeps, has left her airs. 
And now her spouse the breeches wears. 



THE NEWCASTLE APOTHECARY. 

A MAN, in many a country town, we know. 
Professing openly with death to wrestle ; 

KntMng the field against the foe, 
Arm*d with a mortar and a pestle. 

Vet some affirm no enemies they are. 
But meet, just like prize-fighters in a fair. 
Who first shake hands before they boz^ 
Then g^ve each other plaguy knocks. 
With all the love and kindness of a brother ; 
So (many a suffering patient saith) 
Though the apothecary fights with death. 
Still they*re sworn friends to one another. 

A member of this JEsculapian race 
l4iv*d at Newcastle upon Tyne : 
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No man could better gild a pill. 

Or make a bul. 
Or mix a draught, or bleed, or blister, 
Or draw a tooth out of your head. 
Or chatter scandal by your bed, 

Or give a glister. 

Of occupations these were quantum titffl ; 
Yet still he thought the list not long enough, 

And therefore midwifery he chose to pin to*t 
This balanced things ; for if he hurPd 
A few score mortals from the world, 

He made amends by bringing others into*t. 

His fame full six miles round the country ran ; 

In short, in reputation he was wlus ; 
All the old women called him '^ a fine man !'* 

His name was Bolus. 

Benjamin Bolus, though in trade, 

(Which often will genius fetter) 
Rc»d works of fancy, it is said. 

And cultivated the Belles Lettres. 

And why should this be thought so odd ? 

Can*t men have taste to cUre a phthisic ? 
Of poetry though patron god, 

Apollo patronizes physic 
Bolus lovM verse, and took so much delight in^ 
That his prescriptions he resolv'd to write in*t. 

No opportunity he e*er let pass 

Of nfriting me directions on his labels, 
In dapper couplets — ^like Gay*s Fables, 
Or rather like the lines in Hudibras. 

Apothecary*^ verse l^-^and mYvewi^^ ^^ N3t«««t 
Tis simply honest de«^m%---XkOX ^ ^:;^w«^^* 



II 



Inphannacy, that's called catM 
And, on the label of the 8tufl| 

He wrote verse, ^ 
Which one would think was c 

And terse: 

" When taken. 
To be well shaken 

Next morning, early. Bolus rose, 
And to the patient's house he goe 

Upon his pad. 
Who a vile trick of stumbling ha 
It was indeed a very sorry hack ; 

But that's of course, 

For what's expected from a hoi 
With an apothecary on his back I 
Bolus arriv'd, and gave a loudish 
Between a single and a double ra 

Knocks of thi« W-*- 
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'< Well, how's the patient ?" Belns ndd. 
John shook his head. 

^^ Indeed ! — :hum ! — ha ! — ^that's very odd ! 

He took the draught P" — Jdtm gave a nod. 

'* Well ? — how ? — what then ? — speak out, you 

dunce." 
*' Why, then,** says John, ** we shook him once.** 
^* Shook him ! — ^how ?** Bolus stammered out. 
" We jolted him ahouf 



>» 



** Zounds ! shake a patient, man a shake won*t 

do." 
" No, sir — and so we gave him two." 
'* Two shakes ! — odds curse ! 
'Twould make the patient worse.** 
^' It did so, sir — and so a third we tried.* 
«^ Wdl, and what then ?*' — '* Then, sir, my master 
died." 



LITTLE MOUTHS. — ^A TALE. 

Fbom London, Paul the carrier, coming down 
To Wantage, meets a beauty of the town ; 
They both accost with salutation pretty. 
As, How dost, Paul ? Thank ye, and how dost, 

Betty ? . 

Didst see our Jack, nor sister ? No ; you*ve seen, 
I warrant, none but those who saw the queen. 
Words often spoke in jest, says Paul, are true ; 
I came from Windsor, and, if some folks knew 
As much as I, it might be well for you. 
Lord, Paul, what is*t ? Wh^^ ^n^ m^ ^Ksvsde^Kss^ 

foT*t ; 
Thia kiss, and this. TYie matUx'% ^wi^Vsi^'stfv^ 
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The parliament have made a prodamadon. 
Which will this week be sent all round the nation, 
That maids with little mouths do all prepare, 
On Sunday next, to come before the mayor. 
And that all bachelors be likewise there ; 
For maids with little mouths shall, if they please, 
From these young men choose two a-piece. 
Btetty, with bridled chin, extends her face. 
And then contracts her lips with simp*ring g^raoe ; 
Cries, hem ! pray what must all the huge ones do 
For husbands, when we little mouths have two ? 
Hold, not so fast, cries he, pray pardon me ; 
Maids with huge gaping wide mouths must have 

three? 
Betty distorts her face with hideous squall, 
And, mouth a foot wi^e, begins to bawl. 
Oh, ho ! is*t so ? The case is altered, Paul : 
Is that the point ? I wish the three were ten ; 
I warrant 1*11 find mouth, if they'll find men. 



THE THRIVING TRABESMEK. 

When a couple of broom.men had chatted one day 

On a number of things in a sociable way, 

A new subject they started. Says Jack, ^^ My 

friend Joe, 
I have long been most plaguedly puzzled to know 
Hqw you manage to sell your brooms cheaper than 

mine. 
As I steal the materials." — " I like your design," 
Replied Joe ; '^ but improvement's the soul of a 

trade: 
All the brooms I dispose of, I steal ready made." 




or BvuawovB poetbt. 



TnZ COUHTRT rZLLOWB AVB THE AflB. 

A COCKTRT fellow and his ion, they tdl 
In modnn tablet, hid on ui to lell : 
For this Intent they tum'd it out lo play,' 
And fed u well, that by the deslin'd day. 
They brought the creature into aleek TepMT, 
And drove it gently to a nei^b'iiDg fair. 

As they were jo^ng on, a rural claas 
Was heard to say, " Look I look there at that ass I 
And thoae two tjockheads, trudging on each side, 
That have not either of 'em sense lo ride I 
Assea all Ihiee 1" And thus the country folki, 
On nun and boy, began to cut their jokes. 

Th* old fellow minded nothbig that they said, 
But er'ry word stuck in the young one's head; 
And thus began their comment thereupon i — 
"Ne'er heed°em, lad." " Nay, father, do get on," 
" Not I, indeed." " Why, then, let me, I pray." 
"Wdljdo; and see what prating tongues will say." 

The boy was mounted ; and they had not got 
Much faidier on, before another knot. 
Just as the ass was pacing by, pad, pad. 
Cried, " O ! that laiy booby of a lad ! 
How unconcernedly the gaping brute 
Lets the poor aged fellow walk a^oot !" 

Down came the son, on heaili^ this account. 
And begg'd and pray'd, and made hiafattiei mount ; 
Till a tlSid pnity, on a farther itietdi, 
" Se« 1 see !" aadiUni'd, •• that old hird-heaned 









xnis aone, tney uougnti 
Escape reproaches, and \ 
For having tried each pra 
What coiud be left for jot 

Still disappointed, by n 
" Hark ye, you fellows ! . 
Get off, for shame ! or one 
You both deserve to carry 
Ready to drop down upon 
With such a huge unconsc 

On this they both dismo 
Contriv'd to carry, like a t 
The ass between *em ! prii 
With man and lad, and sU 
Others omit that fancy in I 
As overstraining an ingenii 

The copy that we fofUm 



Could put down nought *t UM but nics tid bits { 
Nb7 ott, with mud> BoUcitUion Ion, 
Ha mlitraa «w oblig'd ta kin and woo. 

For feat poor tender Cbloe might have fits. 

Fat wu 001 Chloe — like * ball of greaae t 
So round, a foot-ball quite, and &ir her fleece : 
Ott on the Turke; eaipet aa abe Ut, 

And aleep o'er Cbloe'a eye-lida did prciail, 
'Twa» Ttry, Terj difficult to «aj 

Which waa her head indeed, and which her taiL 

■At leiwth it came to pua, that Chloe 
Did ndleimen and aicknesa ahow ; 

So heavy, leaving off her wsDlon capera j 
Oap'd, atretch'd, and letba^y ihelikewiieahow'd j 
Wai sick at stomach, (tia^ , 1 dare aav, sp-w'd 1) 

And seem'd, poor d(^, afflicted with the vapoura. 

My lady look her pining to her anna, 
Hugg'd her and kua'd her, full of aad alarms, 

^^ring her poor little soul would die : . 
Chloe waa all atupidity and lumpish. 
Scarce Uck'd her hand— so aullen and so mimi[Hah, 

No scarcely raia'd the white of either eje. 



'i call'd. » O Ji^u, Chloe'* ill— 
Quite lost her appetite ; >he has no will 

To move, or say, poor soul, a single thing : 
Jdiu, what can the matter he— d'ye know ?" 
" I think, my lady, I could cure Siisa Chloe." 

" Dear Jehu, what ddidous news you bring t 

Take hei, then — take her, Jehu, to joui tocrca. 
And ftoai bar spirits drive Alia uf^'j ^coia^ 
Aad get her pretty appedVe agaSn. 
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** O good, my l«dy, never, never fear ; 
I understand her case— 'tia very dear ; 
By Heav*n's aatistance, I Bha*n.'t work in vain." 

Now to his room the coachman bore Miss Bitch, 

Who, looMng back all wistful, felt no itch 

To go with Jehu ; still he bears her on ; 

Arriv'd, kind Jehu offers her a bone. 

Miss Chloe in a passion seeks the door; 

In vain — ^tis shut ; she lays her on ^e floor. 

And whines— gets up, all restless— looks about— 
Watches the door so sly, and cocks her ears. 
So pleased and nimble at each sound she hears, 

in hopes (vain hopes, alas !) of getting out. 

Chloe, like lightning, now resolves to pass, 
Bounpe f\rom her gaoler, through a pane of g^lass. 

And, by a leap, no more in prison groan ; 
But, fearing she might spoil her pretty chops. 
Nay, break her neck, by chamber-wiiKlow hops, 

Chloe most wisely let the leap alone. 

Jehu now offer*d her a piece of liver. 

" Chloe, do you love liver ?*' Jehu said. 
" The devil take," she seem'd to say, *' the giver," 

So hurt the dog appeared— then turned her head. 
«« Well, Chloe, well — ^Heav*n mend your pnwd 

digestion! 
To-moirow I shall ask you the same question.'* 

The morrow (ah ! a sulky morrow) came : 
Chloe scarce slept a single wink all night, 
Whining and groaning, longing much to bite ! 

Calling in vain upon the lady's name. 
" Well, Chloe, can you take your liver ?" — <« No ; 
No, thank ye,. Jehu. "—^^ Leave it, pretty Chloe." 
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The day pui'd on— no cMing ? dm a crumb. 
3Iiu CUoe cnwl'd &baut the room, to rad, 
Sulky, and disappointed, angry, mad ; 

Now moauiiu, now upon het rump >o dumb ; 
At timea aimind on bub'roua Jehu •quinting; 
Sucll loolu I nol much gaod.will to Jehu hinting. 

Anotlier moning came — a Lvci meaL 

"Chloe, how Muda your stomacb ? bow d'ye fed F" 

" Jehu, I will nol eM." — Jehu goei out, 
What does Misa Chloe ? With a nimble pace. 
Runs to the liver, without uying grace. 

Gobbling away, with appetite so Bloat ; 

For now the liver ueni'd to meet her wiiih. 
And, nol half satisfied, she lick'd the dish I 
Jehu returns, and tmilea — Chloe grows good. 

Takes civilly a ihce of musly bread, 
Rejects from Jehu's band no kind of food, 

Olad on the nnd of Cheshire to be led. 

Jdiu with Chloe to my lady goes, 
And, triurophing, his lillle patient sbowi ; 
Not once disGOTering the rough mode of Cuie — 
Jehu bad lost his pUce, then, la be sure. 

Hy lady presses Chloe to het breast. 
Balf crasy. hugging, kisung her — so blest 

To see her fav*iile Chloe^ chang'd coitditioD. 
" Thanh je, good Jehu— Heav'ns, what skill is in 
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THE IKDIAK, OR SELF-INTEBEST. 

Search o*er each nation, still you'll find 
The ruling passion of mankind 
Pervades each breast, and ever will ; 
'^ Self-interest" is their motive still. 

And hence you*Il find the rude untaught 
All are with *•*• self-interest*' fraught. 
An instance here I'll bring, to show 
How far this love of self will go :— 

An Indian governor, 'tis said, 

One morn his workmen had survey'd. 

And saw his slaves attentive to 

The work which each man had to do. 

Returning home, he met, they say, 
A lusty Indian on his way ; 
To whom he said, " Why don't you go 
And work as well as others do ? 

Surely you very hard must fare ; 
You've scarcely any clothes to wear ; 
But starve you'd sooner, I suppose, 
Than work for money or for clothes." 

The Indian said, '* And why not you, 
With all your men, go working too ?" 
^* And so I do," the governor said ; 
'^ Not with my hands, but with my head. 

*< If I do work," says Sancho, then, 
" I must be paid like other men ; 
And what is there for me to do, 
If I'd a mind to work for you ?" 



«> 



The amtatat wu glad to And 
The IndUn vu to work indiu'd. 
And told him, ti he found him willing 
To work, ttutt he should hare b shilling : 

Likewise he would Mb bellf fill, 
Ifhe > fatted ctOf would kiU. 
The Indiui goea, the calf ia slain. 
Then qoicklj Cnidgen back again { 

With euer looks, and opcn-haoded. 
The shilUng in a trice demanded. 
The govemoT tlood aghast to see 
Him thus retutning foi his fee. 



Onlj to kill the calf, you know ; 

Therefore, as il is jour requeat. 
The calf shall Ter; soon be dren ; 
But fou must give me, when I've dene, 
Two Bbillinga, then, instead oToDe." 

To this thejr both agreed, 'tis said ( 
The job waa done, the money paid. 
The fellow to the alehouse come, 
One shilling soon he tftat in mm ; 

Then to the govcnior retum'd, 
Where he lo hte the mone; eun'd. 
" Maater, one ihiUing bad," he cried, 
'* And ne'er a one I've got botde," 



' Hr«K.^^K **^ ** ««>°^ fixture ti 
He should be punished for his crim 

This governor would ne'er chastise 

A htde disttoce to a fHeod, 

ttv?^aW**''^'^^«*^°««h.^ 
A«r.S^^ a flogging to a slave. 
Accordingly he wrote a letter 

(Sure no expt^nt could tf^ter) 

^ding that the black should «, 
And get a handsome noggingtj^' 
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Before this journey I do go, 
'Cause I may not come back, you know." 
Scarce had he got a mile or more. 
When a poor slave, he knew before, 

He met — " Here, you must run," says he, ^ 

" And take this letter, 'stead of me." 
Away he went, but soon return'd 
With fifty lashes, dearly eam'd ; 

With which the governor intended 
This artful black should be befriended : 
But he, by art, had prov'd that slaves 
Are, like their masters, arrant knaves. 

To suit thebr purpose — Thus we find 
How self-love governs human kind. 
The governor, one future day. 
In walking out, met, on his way. 

The slave who this arch trick had play'd ; 
80 beckon'd him, and sternly said, 
" Why did not you, as you were hir'd. 
Go with that letter, as requir'd ? 

" You would have had, if you had went, 
What on that slave was wrongly spent." 
The black was ready at a joke, 
And recollected, ere he spoke, 

What answer he to him had made, 
WTien he' " Why you no work?" had said ; 
So making up, with queer grimace, 
A comic-tragic rueful face. 

And pointins; 's finger to his head. 
Thus to the governor archly said — 
" Me sure to 'scape all a\it\i ^v^ase.^ % ^^ 

Me now know how ^ make Yi&«A ^oxV^ ts»»»!*- 
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THE COUNTRY BUMPKIN AND RAZOR-SELLER. 

A FELLOW, in a market town. 

Most musical, cried razors up and down. 
And ofier*d twelve for eighteen-pence ; 

Which certainly seem'd wond*rous cheap ; 

And, for the money, quite a heap. 
As ev'ry man would buy, with cash and sense. 

A country bumpkin the great offer heard ; 

Poor Hodge, who suffered by a broad black beaid, 
That seemed a shoe-brush stuck beneath his nose ; 

With cheerfulness the eighteen-pence he paid. 

And proudly to himself in whisper said, 
'^ This rascal stole the razors, I suppose. 

" No matter if the fellow be a knave. 

Provided that the razors shave ; 
It certainly will be a monstrous prize." 

So home the clown with his good fortune went, 

Smiling, in heart and soul content. 
And qui(£ly soapM himself to ears and eyes. 



Being well lathered from a dish or tub, 
Hodge now began, with grinning pain, to grub, 

Just like a hedger cutting furze : 
'Twas a vile razor ! — then the rest he tried — 
All were impostors ! — " Ah I" Hodge sigh*d, 

'^ I wish my eighteen-pence within my purse.*' 

In vain to chase his beard, and bring the graces, 
He cut, and dug, and winched, and stamped, and 
swore, 
Brought blood, and danc'd, blasphem*d, and made 
wry faces. 
And cur»*d each rasor*s body o*er and o'er. 
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His muzzle, form'd of opposition stuff, 
Firm as a Foxite, would not lose its ruff; 

So kept it — ^laughing at the steel and suds. 
Hodge, in a passion, stretched his angry jaws. 
Vowing the direst vengeance, with clenched daws, 

On the vUe cheat that sold the goods. 

'' Razors ! — a vile, confounded dog — 
Not fit to scrape a hog !^' 

Hodge sought the fellow — ^found him— and be- 
gun,— 

" P'rhaps, Mast^ Razor-rogue, to you 'tis fun, 
That people flay themselves out of their lives : 

You rascal ! for an hour have I been grubbing, 

Giving my crying whiskers here a scrubbing. 
With razors just like oyster-knives. 



" Sirrah ! I tell you, you're a knave, 
To cry up razors that can't shave/ 



»> 



" Friend," quoth the razor-man, *' I'm not a knave : 

As for the razors you have bought. 

Upon my soul, I never thought 
That they would shave." 

"Not think they'd shave?" quoth Hodge, with 

wond'ring eyes. 
And voice not much unlike an Indiui yeU ; 
*' What were they made for then, you dog ?" he 

cries. 
" Made !" quoth the fellow, with a smile—" to 

sell." 
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THE BEGGARS* HATS ; OR, THE WAY TO GET 

RICH. 

Ik Florence, once, a signior dwelt. 
Who Fortune's favours erst had felt ; 
But, while too fast her wheel she whirl'd, 
lie giddy grew, and headlong hurlM 
From her high slippery spoke was he, 
Down to the pit of Poverty ; 
Which was so deep, he 'gan to doubt 
If e*er again he could get out. 

Beside, the phantom Honour came. 

Forbidding him, in Honour's name, 

Plebeian use of hands magnific, 

Or digits ten, to make prolific 

In action of ignoble sort. 

Which might degrade his rank at court * 

Declaring trade was worse than Turk, 

And bade him rather starve than work : 

While Indolence cried out, '"Twere treason 

To think that Honour wanted reason ; 

For, so illustrious was his blood, 

'T had noble been before the flood. 

And, like to stagnant lake, had bubbled 

Offensive stench, if e'er 'twas troubled. 

More honourable it were to beg. 

Pull off his cap, and make a leg — 

Not to a mortal ; that were horrid ! 

But he might bow his noble forehead. 

And yet not give his pride a purging, 

Before a certain Blessed Virgin, 

Who from a post was lately cut. 

And in convenient comer put, 

To hear petitions, and receive 

As much as people pleas'd to leave." 
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This reasoning was so very good. 
It might not easily be withstood : 
He therefore vowM, as was expedient, 
To be for evermore obedient. 
To listen meekly when she chid him, 
And do whatever she pleasM to bid him ; 
In which last points, most folks allow, 
He ne'er was known to break his vow. 
Thus resting for support upon her, 
He pleased both Indolence and Honour. 

Holy Madonna's high renown, 

Through many a fair Italian town. 

Was great ; for pearls she had abundant ; 

Flounces and furbelows redundant ; 

Sacks, gowns, hoops, petticoats, and smocks ; 

Ear-rings, gauze caps, and powder'd locks ; 

Lac'd shoes, fring'd garters ; and, that she 

Might, tout a fait, in fashion be. 

Each cheek was daub'd with red and white. 

Like dowager's by candle-light 

Nay, more our wonder to bespeak, 

She chang'd her linen once a week ! 

Though tibis was thought, throughout the nation, 

A work of supererogation. 

Much too sublime for imitation ; 

For cleanliness is so uncommon, 

'Tis useless held, in man or woman. 

She was withal so monstrous chaste, 

Virtue was buckled round her waist : 

E'en monks themselves, it had been said. 

Could not purloin her maidenhead. 

Beside, the miracles she wrought 

Were more than some folks could have thoui^t \ 

Nay, were they not affirm' d Xj'J in»x%. 

You'd Bweai the pabliaihexs -wexeYuunu 
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But he t* eternity shall fry, 
Who thinks a iriar^g lips can lie. 

Our signior, as we said before. 
Proud, indolent, and very poor. 
Became a vot'ry at her shrine. 
In hope 8he*d seriously incline 
To hear his fervent flattering speeches. 
And be so good to grant him riches : 
Each mom, betimes, he trotted, fasting. 
And promised homage everlasting, 
With sprinklings, crossings, genuflections. 
Would she but deign to take directions 
From him, a blind and silly sinner, 
And grant, at least, each day a dinner. 

But somehow, this hard-hearted maid 
Ne'er listeri*d to a word he said. 
But unconcem'd remained, and mum, 
As though she had been deaf and dumb; 
Not all his prayers and pious bustle 
Could ever make her move a muscle ; 
As mute she stood, when urg*d the most. 
As if she still had been a post, — 
And was so sparing of her favour, 
The signior*s faith began to waver, 
Till his backsliding soul had fear 
She would not, or she could not, hear. 

In Florence, thus, as well as London, 
The soul, 8ubdu*d by body mundane. 
Has found it diflicult to b*lieve 
Doctrines it never could ooncdVe; 
Nay is, at times, indin'd to doubt 
What fools alone can doubt about. 

Our story soon will make it clear 
His faith has little cause of fear. 



I 
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His beads to drop, his prayers to say. 

He rose one cheexful morn of May, 

When weather made the lips relative, 

And the frank soul communicative, 

The Blessed Mary to confront. 

And kneel unto, as was his wont : 

But, though 'twas early, yet was he. 

As it fell out, the last of three. 

Two beggars, blind, were bent before her, 

Pretending highly to adore her, 

The tear to squeeze, the sigh to broach, 

Whene'er they heard a foot approach ; 

Else not a single groan, or hem : 

The Devil might sigh and groan for them, 

If they supposed no mortal ey'd 'em. 

Or knelt to mutter pray'rs beside 'em ; 

Though Vicar of Bray ne'er bray'd so loud 

As they, when braying in a crowd. 

Not hearing any thing i' th' wind, 
(Observe, I told you they were blind) 
They chatter'd with each other freely. 
And not with mouth by some call'd mealy, 
Of their impostures hypocritic, 
Their feignings to be paralytic. 
With various arts and tricks exterior, 
Each vaunting still himself superior 
In cheating your fanatic blockhead. 
And plucking pence from pious pocket. 
No sooner did they money mention. 
Than our good signior^s whole attention 
Was caught, and straight, all eye and ear. 
On cautious tip-toe he drew near ; 
While they, with vanity impellant, 
Told each dissimulative talent : 
Till one, more hardy, boa&tedL \)(vdX. 
Two hundred pistoles, m Y^ \v8kX^ 
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Well quilted were — and all in gold. 
As good as e*er were touched or told I 
" Pshaw," with a sneer, replies the other, 
" But I've five hundred pistoles, brother. 
Of gold, which touchstone well endures. 
Hid in the self-same place as yours V^ 

Their belts had burst, had they been buckled, 
So heartily the rascals chuckled, 
To think that they, who wanted eyes. 
Were, more than others, rich and wise : 
For Vanity as soon convinces 
Your mendicants, as peers or princes ; 
And tear of approbation trickles 
Down beggar's cheek, when self-love tickles, 
As fast, and with as warm delight. 
As down the cheek of earl or knight. 
Their talk heard well our man of Florence, 
And though he theft held in abhorrence. 
That is, whenever he suspected 
He probablj; might be detected. 
Yet Conscience soon was acquiescent, 
Upon occasion like the present. 
Quick, then, with ambidexter snatdi. 
He left each pate without a patch. 
And back recoil'd with footstep silent ; 
While they, with clamours loud and vi'lent, 
' Supposing each by th' other plundered, 
" Thief ! scoundrel ! robber I rascal ! " thunder'd ; 
And both began to daw and curse. 
Like drabs «f Billingsgate, or worse ; 
While arm athletic well belabours. 
Till uproar rais'd the drowsy neighbours ; 
Who gave them, as my tale supposes. 
For broken heads and bloody, noses. 
And every other dire disaster, 
Much good advice, by way of plaster* 



i 
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Our signior linger'd not t' inquire 
Which way his dupes would ventvtheir ire, 
But, holding it unwise to tarry, 
Ran off as fast as legs would carry ; 
Nor ever stoppM to look behind. 
Till, out of danger and of wind, 
He deemM that safely, on reflection^ 
He might take breath and recollection* 

And now, when certain of his booty, 

Some scruples strange about his duty 

Began to fill his doubting mind ; 

Till he was more than half inclin'd 

To entertain an odd belief, 

That he was more than half a thief ; 

And waken*d Conscience gave such twitches. 

About his late ill>gotten riches. 

As, reader, you and I, I trow. 

Who never sinnM, can never know. 

You*ve seen that folks in pain, no doubt, 

Do bellow stoutly to get out : 

Hence doctors logically prove " 

That what we hate we do not love ; 

While Truth peers through their diction florid. 

As plain as horns through cuck(dd*s forehead. 

" Like causes like effects produce,'* 
Is an old axiom still in use : 
Hence Pain suggested an opinion. 
In cranium of our Florentinian, 
That she no more should break his rest 
When he his crime had once confess 'd ; 
And, as 'twas an uncommon case, 
She held it wise that to his graoe^ 
Th^ archbishop, he should toxXj^vtVOci ^^ 
And let him all the Atorv kcvo^. 
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He, like most folks, before and sinee. 
Found Pain an arbitrary prince, 
Whose arguments must needs convince. 
Beside, he was not very subject 
Too long to reason on one object. 
Nor should this fact be too much minded ; 
For, though you see that I'm long winded. 
Yet too much reasoning will fatigue me i 
And who but, if he saw a pigmy 
Laboring to carry a cow, must laugh. 
Knowing he coiUd not carry a calf ? 

The prelate found, he then and there 

(His reverence in his elbow chair) 

Told first and last of his proceedings. 

His vow to th' Virgin, pray'rs, and pleadings "t 

FailM not t' enumerate his devotions, 

And all his orthodoxy notions 

Of God, the Virgin, Mother, Daughter,— 

Of consecrated wood and water ; 

And spoke with spirit so submissive,. 

So primitive, and so expressive. 

His reverence vow*d, with holy amen. 

He never heard, from lip of laymen. 

Doctrine so purely apostolic. 

So purely to be term'd catholic 1 

" As for the hats— hold — ^let me try — 

Humph ! ah — why, sir, 'tween you and I, 

We ought, in all humility. 

Each to wear one I ay — Uiis for me. 

'Tis very old, I grant, and bad ; 

But so Christ's children should be clad : 

*Tis heavier, too, than that you'll wear ; 

But it's my duty most to bear : 

Painful pre-eminence, to moan 

And weep transgressions not our own. 
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'' Meanwhile procession shall be made, 

And holy office sung or said, 

With every possible decorum, 

That they who have sins may deplore 'em. 

And, witfi contrition true, may cry. Ah ! 

Before our blest Sancta Maria : 

For, sir, 'tis plain, that, had not she 

Been one of Uiis confederacy. 

This deed had wanted yet a name, 

'Which I a miracle prodaim ! 

Nay, what is more, you 'ad gone without 

That hat, which now, beyond a doubt. 

Is yours, by right of gift divine. 

As legally as this is mine." 

Our signior, all as wise as Jwnntte^ 
Bow'd, and put on his beggar's bonnet ; * 
And, in this conf 'rence, learn'd, we see. 
Much logic— more divinity. 

The story 's done ; but, for the moral 
If you will take a poet's parole^ 
It has already, sir, been shown ; 
If not, I greatly doubt 't has none. 
To dulness morals are akin ; 
They're often better out than in. 
Another reason may appear 
"Why moralize I should not here : 
Like book yclep'd Encyclopedy, 
My tale is much too long already. 



{ 



j^ — "1^ Has seen *' Lodgings to Let" staiel 

face : ^ 

Some are good, and let dearly ; whilt 
known, 

Are so dear and so bad, they are beat 

. Will Waddle^ whose temper was 

lonely, 
Hir*d lodgings that took single gentle 
But Will was so fat, he appeared like 
Or like two single gentlemen rollM ii 

He entered his rooms, and to bed he i 

But, all the night long, he felt fevered 

ri And, though heavy to weigh as a scon 

I He was not, by any means, heavy to i 

Next night was the same ! — and the i 
next; ' -^ 
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The doctor lookM wise : — <' A slow fever," he said ; 

PicscribM sudorifics, and going to bed, 

" Sudorifics in bed," exdaim'd Will, " are hum- 

bugs ! 
I've enough of them there, without paying for 

drugs I" 

Will kick'd out the doctor ; but, when ill indeed. 
E'en dismissing the doctor don't always succeed ; 
So, calling his host, he said, '^ Sir, do you know, 
I'm the fat single gentleman six numths ago ? 

" Look'e landlord, I think," argued Will, with a 

grhi, 
" That with honest intentions you first took me in : 
But from the first night — and to say it I'm bold — 
I have been so damn'd hot, that I'm sure I caught 

cold." 

Quoth the landlord — " Till now I ne'er had a dis- 
pute; 
I've let lodgings ten years — I'm a baker to boot ; 
In airing ypur sheets, sir, my wife is no sloven. 
And your bed is immediately — over my oven." 

'' The oven !! !" says WilL— Says the host, " Why 

this passion ? 
In that excdlent bed died three people of fashion. 
WTiy so crusty, good sir ?" — " Zounds !" cries 

Will, in a taking, 
*'Who wouldn't be crusty, with half a year's 
' baking ?" 



Will paid for his rooms*— Cried the Ixqw^^SsJsv*. 

sneevy ^ 

'* Welly I see you've been going atDa-uV^ ^.^«w.- 



\ 
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THE KIXO AND THE SUt 

A FABLE is a tale ; a tale^s a fabli 
A toy that^s made for children of 

But to make either useful are you al 
Lord ! Ask an author that ! Usefu 

Both tale and fable will instruct, del 
Essence of intellect will make of c. 

Sir, all great qualities in tliem unite 
And Uiose who write them are as ] 

Who would not be th* immortal La '. 

Immortal ? Yes, immortal ! Whe 
The rh)nning race, you cannot call t 

Make rhymes and immortality aki 

Horace, a thousand others, I could i 
Attribute immortality to 
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Homer ! Shakspeare ! Pestilence take old Time ! 

His feats fill half the living bards with sorrow : 
P mention La Fontaine, sweet child of rhyme, 

Because from him I am about to borrow. 

Also, because, o* th' poet tribe but few 

On this sad immortality can draw 
Value receivM, like him, good bill and true, 

Conformable to high poetic law. 

He says, I therefore venture to premise, 
Two master passions rule the human race ; 

Ambition, Ipve ; to them all sacrifice : 
Observe, ambition wears a changeful face. 

Love of renown, for this thing or for that, 

Is but ambition, call it what you will ; 
The vanity of riband, lace, gown, hat. 

Cap, shawl, or bonnet, is ambition still. 

As mischievous, though paltry, that I grant; 

It differs only in degree and kind : 
'Tis often mad, and prone to foam and rant, 

And, oft'ner still, like pauper, lame and blind. 

£*en rival drunkenness and gluttony. 
Although perhaps in general they seem 

Scarcely to rank above ))estiality. 

Will of ambition oft pretend to dream. 

One glories in the tuns he can devour. 

Another in the flavour of his table ; 
Each vaunts above his rival he can tow'r. 

And the prodigious feats of which he's able ! 

Your drunkard, who so bea^xV^ noov *s>\\a^ ^ 

Pshaw I drunkard and gVuUotvX \x«sii^i^^»»N».^ «ssv . 
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To give them troughs, hog^like, should men decree, 
I*m greatly wrong if they would underrate 'em. 

But to my tale : I preach too much, for ever. 
And murder time, that I but mean to kill : 

To show their little wit poets endeavour $ 
Paper they spoil, oceans of ink they spilL 

TALE. 

In good old times, not in these sinful days, 
(Folks then were vastly better, as I*ve heard) 

A shepherd's flock did much a king amaze. 
They were so fat and sleek, and nicely shearM. 

So numerous, too, and healthy were their lambs ; 

Killed and cut up, how would they grace the spit ! 
In shoulders, legs, and loins^ they and their dams 

SeemM so delightfiilly for eating fit ! 

The sage king, having pondered, wav'd his hand ; 

A hundred courtiers, when he beckon'd, flew, 
And humbly beggM to hear his high command, 

That they might show how much to majesty is due. 

The king bade them remark the well-fed flock ! 

"Go ! tell the shepherd he must come to court." 
They heard amaz'd, as mute as fish call'd stock ! 

The wink went round — "His majesty's in sport." 

They went, but, when they durst, they laugh'd 
aloud ; 
On countenance of each there sat a sneo* : 
They call'd the shepherd — " Fellow ? don't be 
proud, 
But come to court."-^" How ! I at court ap- 
pear?" 



Fo court he giMS, Is honour'd by the king ; 

Plain sense anil honesty are all bis kmra'ledge ; 
His acts of justice ihrougn the country ring. 

Much more, mayhap, than had be come from 



His rormer shepherd- comrade sdod he sees, 
Enciicled by court tribes of patasitea. 

Who worship, basking in the summer breeze. 
The favour'd sage, in whom the king delight*. 

" What do I see p" he cried : " Is it a dream ? 

Can you, a man of sense, in courts confide ? 
Have you, although the waters flowing seem. 

No apprehension of the turning tide ? 

" I've seen it change and ebb, alas ! too oft 1 " 
'Tvas thus ihe ifiermit spoke, but spoke in Tain : 

Ac fears like these the viiier- shepherd scolF'd. 
The hennit fiiend conlinu'd thus his strain. 

" Have yaii the mute forgot ? the silken cord ? 

The bow-string p You ! a man reputed wise 1 
Why let your life depend upon a word ? 

On danger nhen so gteit, why shut youi eyes P 

" You'k the blind traveller, whose whip was lost. 
And, groping fbr it, up a serpeot tfloli, 

Hannlesa U first, because benoxaVii^^ f^wA.\ 
The bUod man at hii d&Dgex ciKl\d.iii».'U>^^ 
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**ljike this blind man, should| 
* ' " treasure, \ 

And cherish serpents, warm.^ 
breath, 
Just at the moment when, secure i 
You hug them to your heart, 
death." 

" I know they may," secure, his £ 
^^ Yet fear them not : mankind, < 

O, be that true ambition not deniec 
1*11 face the death which I shall 

In vain the hermit talk'd of turmoi 
The restless day, the sleepless ni 

Your virtuous zeidot always dangei 
To foolish martyrdom he braves 

Yes, yes, the man was virtuous. ] 
Honest, yet first in office, ' 



Wh 
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What mean you now ? why with such envy sneer ? 

We mean his strong box, and its rich contents. 
His strong box ? — ^Yes, his strong box. — Bring it 
here. 

Sire, by the groans of men that box augments. 

With joy they fly to execute their task : 
On ceremony now they do not stand, 

Nor use soft lajiguage, nor permission ask ; 
They do but execute the king^s command. 

Your secret sins will now be brought to light : 
Come, sir, your hoards ! your treasures ! where 
are they ? 
Your guilt is visible ; we see your fright : 
Your strong box, and its key ! quick, quick ! 
obey ! 

The monarch comes ; much fruitless search is made 
Through private room, and door with double lock : 

In vain all eyes do ev'ry hole pervade ; 

Th* accus*d appears Xa stand firm as a rock. 

At last, as Hwere by chance, hopeless almost, 
Garrets to search one cunning ^wight proposM : 

A coffer there was found — the key was lost ; 
Strong proof of guilt, which soon would be dis- 
dos'd. 

The monarch bit his lips, as monarchs do 
When they are angry. So, vile slave ! 

Are you at last discover'd ? All is true I 

How have you dar*d thus far my wrath to brave? 

The vizier-shepherd answerM, and *tis said 
That as he spoke he wipM away a t»»t\ 
" In Borrow, sire, 1 bend my %o^ly \veaA-, 
And never was repenteynoe uvote sivcKst.^ 



•HIT 



" Then break it open ; let me 8tii 
From your strict justice I maki 

I yield to torrents, which cannot b 
There lies the treasure which rnj 

Hammer was brought ; up flew th' 
Nor gold nor diamonds lay expo 

But shepherd jacket, rightly *twas > 
With clouted shoes, darnM stoc 
new. 

" There lies my wealth ; there lies i 
There lies the whole that simple 

There lies what nature wants : I ai 
There lies warm honesty : why i 

^' Thanks to my king ; to courts fa 

To quit their purlieus solemnly ] 

Shall I again chaogK jMace^"* -**«' 
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'* There, please you, sir, dwells Parson TTirift, 
Here Lawyer Claw, there Doctor Lopp.' 



}) 



This answer, Baron, serves for all ; 

Sure as there's physic, gospel, law, 
In every town at which you call. 

You'll find a Thrift, a Lopp, and Qaw. 

And such this lucky trio's lot. 

When you have journey'd England round, 
You'll see that it has always got 

The three best things on English ground. 

Best house, best livinff^ and best pay ; 

And ere you thrice three leagues have been, 
I thrice three pounds to one will lay. 

You'll note the lucky wights I mean, 

Are doctor, lawyer-man, and priest ; 

Worthies, I ween, decreed by fate 
On thrice one more best things to feast, 

On mind, and bodyt and estate. 

But if, as sometimes you will view, 

To body a fair face should join. 
That takes the lead of t'other two, 

With lawyer, doctor, and divine. 

Though still observe, the wights agree. 

So zealous is their guardian care. 
To part between them all the three ; 

And, for the happy people's share. 

Leave preachments, parchments, drugs in plenty ! 

And what, my friend, can be mote kvcvl^ 
Wish you a suit f they gWe -yoM Vweivt^ \ 
And what does wealth, buxloai^ \Jcv^ ^sivcw^*^ 



mrv:''^' 



Then, as for physic, when your bre^ 
Is all that's left Uwixt skin and b 

Doctor can serve you after death, 
And save your very skeleton ! \ 

i 
Laud, then, O muse ! the generous | 

Who on themselves take all our e^ 

Keep from the worms the body free. 

And the soul rescue from the deviL 



BEANS AVD BACON, A PHILOSOFH 

When big Sir Fungus filPd the mas: 
All gorgeous carv*d, and raised abo^ 

He askM a question, made his brethre 
Pulling his peruke down to — ^hide h 

As weVe arrangM, complete, both grul 

Pray, in what genus shall w« 

TTnw r.lajas '*•"• ' 
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Each at Hope^s threshold made a cheering halt, 
And all nosM error, like poor curs at fault ; 
Some were for analyzing Nature's laws ; 
Some hid their ignorance in hems and haws ; 
Some, with a maniac's motion, soar'd the air ; 
Some kick'd their wigs about in wild despair. 
Shade of Linnseus, said a silken peer. 
Great soul of botany, whom all revere ! 
But, gentlemen, if you're not dumb as fishes, 
How can the Swedish spirit hear my wishes ? 
Confound these physical disputes, for me. 
Who rails at physic ? roar'd a hot M.D. 
Indistinct murmurs sadden'd all the room ; 
The hungry Parcae flutter'd in the gloom ; 
Pride vague ideas on ideas heap'd, 
\Vliile sleepless Satire through the keyhole peep'd. 
Look for Phaseolus — who makes that clatter ? 
Pray, gauge my cranium — what the de'il's the mat- 
ter? 
Knowledge is vanity, Sir Joe, 'tis true : 
Pray, what is science ? — I can't tell ; can you ? 
Farewell synopsis, comments, all farewelL 
What's this I hear ? why, zounds, Lord D.'s not 

well. 
Insidious Lunacy, with wond'rous pains. 
Was slurring Wit, and addling all their brains ; 
When an old woman (who, at their desire. 
Was wont to empt' the pot, and stir the fire) 
Ended the squabble, as bystanders ought. 
And sav'd their brains from being split by thought : 
Your honours, sure, quoth she, can't be mistaken ; 
I always class my leans with — bacon ! 
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EPSOM RACES. 

Come, Madam Muse, new nib thy pen, 

And put on thy best graces^ 
To sing, in merry, jocund strain. 

The joys of Epsom Races. 

Curricles, coaches, chaises, gigs. 
Beaux, bloods, and men of trade, 

Black-legs, nobles, peers, and prigs, 
AH join the cavalcade. 

The young, the old, the brown, the fair, 

Of pleasure take their fill ; 
The mania spreads, from Berkeley-square, 

As far as Fish-street-hill ! 

Miss Drugget cries — " My sweet papa. 

Let's go to Epsom, pray ; 
There's you, and I, and dear mamma, 

Will till a one-horse shay ? 

In order to go safe and slow. 

By day-break we'll set off; 
The ride will do you good, I know, 

And cure your nasty cough. 

I doats upon the country now ; 

How sweet the tvernal breezes ; 
We'll take our dinner, too, I wow^ 

And dine beneath the treeses.** 

Old Drugget shook his cranium wise ; 

But madam med^ — •'''• Y fe^\ 
What, though o\A \>o\iV«v"'^\Qax\iQ>JKw «^«i»^ 

He still has got fo\xt\es»- 



Go to the liv'rjTnui next door, 
And qirick a buggf hire." 

The Cit found tXl reaiaunce naught ; 

My lad; was in iinail : 
The chaise was hir'd, proiisiona bought, 

And poor old Dobbin hameas'd. 

Through ev'ry village that ihejr went. 

The boys b^an tuhooting ; 
Their luckless steed was almost t^ient 

Before they got to Tooting. 

Old Drnaget laid on many a blow. 
And wUpp'd with might and mtdn ; 

And DOW, behold, he cried, Oee-ho t 
And DOW be jerli'd the rein. 

At length he tum'd to spousy deai 
And said — " My sweetest jewel. 

The race-ground, love, is very near ; 
For, see, we're ent'iing Ewell." 

Reaching, at last, the crowded conne, 
Tliey gap'd, they stai'd, they wonder'd ; 

Whilst bets upon the fav'rile hone 
Vociferously thundec'd. 



Wolja I you sir ! come hert 
J^ou, gmaudgingerbreac 

But when the racing liat he 

"^unds! here's not only , 
^^t ^»o sporiiuff ladiet / 

" Sure Acre was never such 

Since days of Father Adan 

1 11 see U nearer.»-Out he 1 

And gave the reins to mad 

c i ^ , *°^ cunning able 

Seduc'd the unsuspicious CU 
To jom an JB. O. table. 

Tempted by plav's invitimr « 

AnH »"^«^ bright he v«uSr^ 
And views th^ «.i,.«i; /. ., . 
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Away went Drugget and his dear ; 

Away went ham and chicken ; 
With hottles, glasses, wine and beer : 

Ye gods, what pietty picking I 

There, too, good lack, between the wheels 
Was seen their hapless daughter. 

Kicking aloft her lovely heels, 
*Midst copious streams of porter ! 

"I've lost my wig," poor Drugget roar'd^ 
*' Your wig ! tfiat's nought,'* cried Miss ; 

" Mamma has spoil'd her bran-new gown. 
And I my blue peHsse.' 



»» 



The unlucky chaise went quite to pot ; 

Old Dobbin, too, was undone : 
At great expense a cart they got. 

To take them back to London. 

Arriv'd at home, th' enraged Cit, 
With words the most uncivil, 

$^t horses, jockeys, E. O. too, 
All packing to the devil ! 



A RECEIPT FOB. STEWIKO VEAL. 

Take a knuckle of veal ; 
You may buy it or steal : 
In a few pieces cut it. 
In a steWing.pan put it. 
Salt, pepper, and mace, 

Must season this kuNxclslft \ 
Then what's jom^Oi \a a^\BiA^ 

With other hesb» isffx^^ 



With marygold meet 
Put no water at all, 
For it maketh tilings sma] 
Which lest it should hap; 
A close cover clap on. 
Put this pot of wood^s me 
In a hot boiling kettle, 
And there let it be 
(Mark the doctrine I tead 
About — let me see — 

Thrice as long as you p 
So skimming the fat off. 
Say grace with your hat c 
O then ! with what raptu 
Will it fill dean and cha; 



CAUTION TO TRAVEL 



I 2 J , , All travellers, this heavy judgme 
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Around her spectres shook their diains, 

And gohlins kept their station ; 
They pidl'd, they pinch'd her till she swore^ 

To spare the male creation. 

Befbie her now the buck, the beau, 

The squire, the captain trips ; 
The modest seizM her hand to kiss, 

The forward seiz'd her lips. 

For some she felt her bosom pant, 

For some she felt it smart ; 
To all she gave enchanting smiles, 

To one she gaye her heart. 

She dreamt — (for magic charms preyail'd. 

And fancy play*d her farce on) 
That, soft redin'd in elbow chair, 
, She kissM a sleeping parson. 

She dreamt — ^but O rash muse ! forbear. 

Nor vii^ins*, dreams pursue ; 
Yet blest above the gods is he 

Who proves such visions true. 



THE DROPSICAL MAN. 

A JOLLT, brave toper, who could not forbear. 
Though his life was in danger, old Port and stale 

beer, 
]^ave the doctor the hearing — but still would drink 

on, 
HU the dropsy had swell*d him a& \)i\% ^a^ ^N2qi3\\ 
(le more he took physic the 'wowfc ^xS^V^ ^B?^'» 
\d tapping was now the laax \5Mii%\« wss^^^^^* 



-f • ' ' This manor, this house, and est 

My early excesses may teach yc 
That 'tis ivorking for death to 

youth." Ej 

Says Tom (who^s a lad of a gen^ 
And not like young rakes, who*i 

herit), 
'' Sir, don't be disheartened ; altlu 
Th* operation is painful, and haza 
'Tis no more than what many a 

through ; 
And then, as for years, you may yet 
Your life after this may be happy 
" Don't flatter me, Tom," was th< 
With a jest in his mouth, and a te 
; *' Too wdl, by experience, my vesse 

No sooner are tapp'd, but they giy 
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Who knows how far the novelty may cfaann ? 
It can't, at any rate, do much harm. 
The tale we give then, and, we need not fear, 
The moral, if there he one, will appear. 

Two thirsty souls met on a sultry day, — 

One Ginger Dick, the other Tom the Tinker ; 
Both with light purses, and with spirits gay. 
And hard it were to name the sturdiest drinker. 

Their iJe they quafTd ; 
And, as they swigged the nappy, 
Though both agreed, 'tis said. 
That trade was wondrous dead, 
They jok'd, sung, laugh'd. 
And were completely happy. 

The landlord's eye, bright as his sparkling ale, 
Glisten'd to see them the brown pitcher hug ; 

For ev'iT jest, and song, and merry tale. 

Had this blithe ending — " Bring us t'odier mug ! " 

Now Dick the Glazier feels his bosom bum 

To do his friend, Tom Tinker, a good turn ; 

And where the heart to Mendship feels indin'd, 

Occasion seldom loiters long behind. 

The kettle, gaily singing on the fire. 
Gives Dick a hint just to his heart's desire ; 
And, while to draw more ale the landlord goes, 
Dick in the ashes all the water throws. 
Then puts the kettle on the fire again. 
And at the Tinker winks. 
As ^^ Trade's success !" he drinks. 
Nor doubts the wish'd success Tom will obtain. 

Our landlord ne'er co\x\d svxs^k «k xawsJc-wv^M^sa^x 
Soy giving each kind cofttomet «^\»xA-» 
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His friendship too display'd. 
And drank — ^^ Success to trade !*' 
But, O t how pleasure yanishM from his eye. 

How long and ruefril his round visage grew. 
Soon as he saw the kettle^s bottom fly ; 
Solder the cmly fluid he could yiew 1 
He rav^d, he capered, and he swore. 
And d — d the kettle's bottom o*er and o*er* 

^' Come, come I'* says Dick, ^' fetch us, my friend, 
more ale; 

All trades, you know, must liye : 
Let's drink — ' May trade with none of us ne'er fail !' 

The job to Tom then giye ; 
And, for the ale he drinks, our lad of mettle. 
Take my word for it, soon will m^nd your kettle." 

The landlord jrields, but hopes 'tis no offence 

To curse the trade that thrives at his expense. 
Tom undertakes the job ; to work he goes, 
And just concludes it with the ev'ning's close. 

Souls so congenial had friends Tom and Dick, 

They might be fairly call'd brother and brother ; 
Thought Tom, to serve my friend I know a trick, 
^' And one good turn always deserves another !" 
Out now he slily slips. 
But not a word he said ; 
The plot was in his head. 
And off'he nimbly trips. 
Swift to the neighb'ring church his way he takes ; 
Nor, in the dark. 
Misses his mark, 
But ev'ry pane of glass he quickly breaks. 
Back as he goes, 
His bosom glo^w^, 
To think how great vrVV!L\>e\ft& «Tv«A\yvOi:*Vs^^ 
At getting so much exceUenX cccv^^^l ^ 
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Returned, he, beck*Ding, draws his friend aside, 

, Importance in his face 4 
And, to Dick*s ear his moudi applied, 

Thus briefly states the case — 
*' Dick ! I may giye you joy ; you've a made man ; 
IVe done your business most complete, my fidend; 
I'm off!— the deyil may catch me if he can; 

Each window of the church you*ye got to mend ; 
Ingratitude's worst curse on my head fUl, 
f, for your sake, I've not broke them all I" 

Tom, widi surprise, sees Dick turn pale, 
Who deeply righs— " O la !" 
Then drops his under jaw. 
And all his pow'rs of utt'rance fail ; 
While horror in his ghastly face. 
And bursting eye-bs^s, Tom can trace, 
Whose sympathetic muscles, just and true, 
Snare with heart 
Dick's unknown smart. 
And two such phizzes ne'er met mortal ykm. 

At length friend Dick his speech r^ain'd, 
And soon the mystenr explain'd— 

'' You have indeed, my business done ! 

And I, as weU as you, must run ; 

For, let me act the best I can, 

Tom ! Tom ! I am a ruin'd man. 
Zounds ! zounds t this firiendship is a foolish act ; 
You did not know with the parish I contract ; 
Your wish to serve me, then, will cost me dear ; 
I always mend those windows by the year !" 



^^•L 



X urge a theme that all must km 

1 

i 
At mom, when tea and toast appi 

And to the table all draw near, -'^ 

What gives a zest to welcome chl 



In yain the um is hissing hot, 
In vain rich Hyson stores the pot, 
If the vile Newsman has forgot 



"UTiat is't can draw the Vicar's ey 
£*en from the tith&.pig smoking b 
To mdrk some vacant Rectory ? 



AVliat is*t attracts the optic pow'rs 
Of Ensign gay, when fortune ^bfli 
Down DrosT******" ^*w*--— ' 
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Wliat is't absorbs the wealthy Cit, 
The half-pay Sub, the Fool, the Wit, 
The toothless Aunt, the forward Chit ? 

The Paper. 

What is't informs the country round 
What^s stoVn or strayM, what's lost or found, 
Who*s bom, and who's put under ground ? 

The Paper. 

What tells you all that's done and said, 
The faU of beer, and rise of bread. 
And what fair lady's brought to bed ? 

The Paper. 

What is it tells of plays and balls, 
Almack's, and gas lights, and St. Paul's, 
And gamblers caught by Mr. Halls ? 

The Paper. 

What is't narrates full many a story 
Of Mr. Speaker, Whig, and Tory, 
And heroes all agog for glory ? 

The Paper. 

What is it gives the price of Stocks, 
Of Poyais Loans, and patent locks. 
And Wine at the West India Docks ? 

The Paper. 

M'^hat tells you too who kill'd or hurt is, 
When turtle's fresh arriv'd, whose skirt is 
Much relish'd by Sur William Curtis ? 

The Paper. 

What speaks of thieyes and purses taken. 
And murders done, and maids forsaken^ 
And average price of Wil\^\i^>i«jc»xi'*. 



, xvi worth and merits then revere, i 

*"^ ^ And since to-day begins our year, i 

Think not you e*er can buy too dear K 

t 



ON A SWIVDLINO MUSICIAN, IV 
ENTRANCE-MONET FOR A CONC 
HAN OFF WITH IT. 

Though short his tune, his touch was 
Our gold he freely ^nger^d ; 

Quick both with^w^er* and with^rt, 
His movements have not lingerM. 

Wliere lies the wonder of the case ? 

A monaent^s thought detects it : 
His practice has been thorough bats, 

A chord will be his exit 



Yet while we hl«mo w*.*- 
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It cheem the dull Scholar, the Fool it makes wise, 
And the L(yi>er may cease to complain, 

When he toasts the bright glance of his Mistresses 
eyes. 
And his sorrows drowns deep in Champagne. 

But variety even in Drinking we court. 

And mankind still to differ consent ; 
Thus the Sailor forgets all his dangers in Port, 

And the Soldier delights in his Tent, 
Here's Sprnce for the Dandies, those fanciful elves, 

\^hose joy's still to gaze in the glass ; 
For the Miller here's Sack, — and as bright as them- 
selves. 

Here's Madeira for each pretty lass ! 

With Mountain the Traveller will joyfully meet, 

To Canary good Singers all flock ; — 
The Flayer will Punch for his favourite greet, 

And Cynics are blest in Old Hock ! 
Then let each fill his glass, till exhausted's our store, 

And a toast now to drink would you ask ; — 
Here's health to the Fair, and confusion to Care, 

And long life to the Sons of the Flask ! 



CHARLEY'S MISTAKE. 

One frosty night, a few weeks since, not more, . 
Charley, instead of six, trudg'd home at four : 
'Twas piercing cold, and would be death to stay-— 
He to his hov3, therefore, bent his way. 
Arriv'd — to bed he budg'd without a light. 
Not dreaming matters there were aught but rights 
His coat, his waistcoat, and b\% biK«c:\!kK». \5!^^ 
With Jittle caie upon OieYje^VLfc \5Ktww> 
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Lnd 8tq>piDg in, with sort of shivering moan^ 

le starts his rib, poor soul, not quite alone. 

' Bless me !" exdaim*d the wanton, ^' is it you ? 

/ome just in time to save your faithful Sue : 

^uick]y some brandy, priUiee, do procure, 

ly pain*s too great for mortal to endure.'* 

n haste his scatter'd garments are replaced, 

Lnd Charley to the gin-shop may be trac*d. 

?he brandy he receives — dubs up a^ shilling — 

i'or he, to serve his rib, was always willing. 

^ This piece I cannot change,** lus hostess cried. 

^ Not change it !** the astonish*d scout replied ; 

^ I but a shilling on the counter threw, 

\.nd ask no change from that and brandy too.*' 

' A sovereign, Charles, or my poor eyes deceive me, 

if ou from your pocket drew, and gave me.*' 

$cout stares with wonder — ^first the fact denies— 

Dhen smiles — and to his fob conveys the prize. 

^ow posts, as he suppos'd, a second bob, 

fVhich he extracted from the self-same fob. 

' Another sovereign !** ma*am with haste exclaims, 

\.nd Charley star*d, as though bereft of brains. 

Elecover'd, he surveys with anxious care, 

rhe garments which contain*d the precious ware, 

\.nd found them of the finest — ^kerseymere ! 

rhe pockets too with care he fumbles o'er, 

lnd of these pretty pictures found a score : 

' Zounds !** he exdaim'd, ^' 'tis strange to me, 

r^at I, who only once a week a sovereign see, 

Should all at once become possess'd 

And be, besides, so finely dress*d) 

>f all this money, which my fob contains ; 

iVhy, madam, *tis enough to rack one*s brains.** 

^till Charley shrewdly guess'd how matters were, 

nd hastened home t' adjust \he Wwaesa ^«x^ 

id change, for corduroy, the kearae^tacsfc. 
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The corduroys, however, now were gone. 
And his frail rib with him who'd put them on : 
Time, she conceived, scout's anger might assuage— 
But present death to meet his too just rage. 



MOORE'S IBISH MELODIES TRAVESTIE. — THE 
FAREWELL ADDRESS OF MY LORD LONDOK- 
DERRr TO^HE RIGHT HON. GEORGE CAV- 
KIN6, OK HIS APPOINTMENT TO THE GO- 
VERNMENT OF INDIA*. 

Go where Plutus waits thee. 

Go where Plutus waits thee; 
But, while pride elates thee, 

Oh ! still remember me. 
And when, with golden treasure, 
Thou shalt fill thy measure. 

Oh ! then remember me. 
Though Indian arms may press thee, 
Though nabobs may caress thee, 
Though slayes may cry, God bless thee ! 

When far from hence thou'lt be ; 
Forget not thy dear Deny, 
When sober, drunk, or merry. 

But Oh ! remember me. 

WTien at night thou rovest 
With the lass thou lovest. 
Oh ! then remember me. 

* It will be remembered Mr. Canning was appointed 
Governor-General of India, and was on the eve of depart* 
ing when the death of the Idvco^N^ tA\jOT<!^RKN!^K:««^'«>»^ 
room for his present e\ev«XVotL. 



^bl George, remember me. 
Wh«i, around thee, dying 

To thy heart, appealing, 
**^%°°««Park of feehW 

B„M f'*"*" °°^ ^ from thee • 
But let mem> bring thee • 

"* ^ then remember me! 
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I'll butter what I get, 

Said Aldennan Heygate. 

Give me some stew*d carp, 

Said Aldennan Thorp. 

The roe's dry as pith. 

Said Alderman Smith. 

Don't cut so far down, 

Said Alderman Brown ; 

But nearer the fin. 

Said Alderman Olyn. 

I've finish'd, I'faith, man, 

Said Alderman Waithman. 

And I too, I'fatkins, 

Said Alderman Atkins. 

They've crimp'd this cod drolly, 

Said Alderman Scholey ; 

'Tis bruised at the ridges, 

Said Alderman Bridges. 

Was it caught in a drag ? Nay, 

Said Alderman Magnay. 

'Twas brought by ten men, 

Said Alderman Ven- 

Ables ; yes, in a box. 

Said Alderman Cox. 

They care not how fur 'tis, 

Said Alderman Curtis. 

From air kept and from sun, 

Said Alderman Thomson. 

Packed neatly in straw. 

Said Alderman Shaw ; 

In ice got from Gunter, 

Said Alderman Hunter. 

This ketchup is sour. 

Said Alderman Flower ; 

Then steep it in claret. 

Said Alderman OaxcAXX* 



1 write, " ma cnere amte^ 
To let you know how nobly Spain \ 

Agrees with France and me. 
All folks, misled by false pietences. 
Are coming to their chains and sensetj 

And flJl the crowds I see. 
Adore, without the smallest shyness. 
The Inquisition, and my Higlmess. 

MTiene'er we meet a whiskerM foe. 

He's murdered "and defeated ; 
(My Bulletins have told you so) 
Yet corpses have retreated, 
And every day the battle slain. 
Substantial ghosts^ start up again ; 

And Hell and I are cheated. 
And blade and bullet seem to soflen,— 
We kill the brutes so very often ! 

We pass our time delightfully ; 

I like, as Pm a nooOL ~ "^ 
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I also like the Friars and Nuns, 

The cowls, the canons — ^not the guns — 

And gaze in rapture round, 
When all the Counts, and all their wives. 
Damn the Guerrillas, and their knives. 

The Peasantry seem quite content 

The King has got the gout ; 
The Cortes seem securely pent ; 

The Devil may drive them out : 
Old Moncey has been often bit. 
But he has length of beard and wit, 

And minds what he*s about ; 
"WTiile Mina swears in every weather. 
And cuts his jokes and throats together. 

You know 0*Donnell's plot was blown ; 

And General IMorillo 
Might just as well have left alone 

His petty peccadillo. 
They did not, little love, amuse, ' 
And were not of the smallest use ; 

And I must wear the willow. 
And mourn that two such glorious traitors 
Brought nothing but their grins and gaiters. 

Adieu ! you^U understand my story 

From this right royal rhyme ; 
I*ve gain'd a deal of ground and glory. 

And lost a deal of time. 
My uniform is much admired, 
I*m getting wonderfully tired. 

My boots are quite sublime ; 
And 1 remember in my prayer, 
Paris, kid gloves * — et vous, ma chere ! 

• Iti» weU known that «« tYveV.«A\s*^V««^^^'*^'^'^ 
bow iove/' are always requeaie^to ^cwVw^^o"««*~ 
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A PRACTICAL ILLU8TRATIOK OF A WELL< 
KNOWN CLASSICAL PUN. 

«» Tu Doces.'*— «« Thou Tca-Chest." 

Within the precincts of Soho, 
A tea-chest fell on Peter's toe. 

And made him dance a reel : 
Screwing his visage up, he saith, 
'^ Thou art a shrewd instructor, faith ! 

Thou teachest ! I can feeL** 



AN EXQUISITE. 



But Stultz sometimes exports a dandy over, 
Or, in more modem phrase, an exquisite, ^ 
(Being delicate, they always cross by Dover,) 
To show us exiles how a coat should fit. 
Now don*t mistake, or think I mean to cover . 
This caste with ridicule — O, far from it ! 
I'm told they're lady-like and harmless creatures. 
With something of hermaphroditish features. 

I like to look at them ! the cheek of cream. 
Too soft for love, or wine, or war, or mirth, to 
Disturb into expression ; eyes whose beam 
Is delicate as wax-light ; voice for earth too 
JDulcet by half ! — such beings as^ 'twould seem, 
A maiden lady might Yiave giNea\ivt\J[iVo, 
Without once erring from Yiex 5n^^ «tTad»^ 
Or mrting with a soul, exceipt\ia d»Ao^. 
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You*Il know one by its stays, screw-spurs, per- 
haps 
A lewd-sketch'd box that music, and not snuff, 

fills— 
To show the diamond finger off that taps : 
Its puny chest bulged out with vests and ruffles, 
As if 'twere fumisn*d, like the sphinx, with paps— 
But still more like a turkey stuff*d with truffles. 
Pshaw ! *stead of heaving sail thus rigg'd to roam, 
I wish those apes in stays would stay at home. 



SHORT-HAND QUESTION AND ANSWER. 

A GENTLEMAN remarkable for his fund of 
humour, wrote to a female relative the following 
couplet: — 

How comes it, this delightful weather, 
That U and 1 can't dine together ? 

To which she returned the following reply : — 

My worthy friend, it cannot be ; 

U cannot come till after T* ' 



MOORE^S IRISH MELODIES TRAVESTIE— THE 
DIAMOND NECKLACE. 

AIR—" Rich and rare wexe the gems she wore." 

Rich and rare were the gems she wore. 
And diamonds bright on her neck she bore ; 
But her well-oiled wig 'waa \sn!^\fcx Ssk 
Than her sparkling g^tns, ox ^wst%€^ %v«s^- 



The ministers never dare offer me % 
Too well they love place, and goldi^ 
And will ne'er turn their backs oi 
door.*' 

So on she went, and tipt him a grin 
Then winking her eye, and cocking 
Cried, " Mum ! my brave Knight. 

tales, 
My son shall your place have, ani 

vails.*' 



A TRIP FROM MORTLAKE TO X 
AND BACK AGAIN. 

Air — *« De la contredanse de la I 

The horses are pawing. 
Their Buxton 
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^'"o landau d^"""* J 
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1 



And vehicles jamming. e 

The highway are cramming ^ 

The course is in sight ! 
A huhbub astounding, 
Our senses confounding, 
The carriage surrounding, 

Foretells a flash fight. 

But no ! — See yonder— 
"WTiat new-bom wonder 
Has rent asunder 

The gathering mob ? 
That scarlet dennett. 
With three snips in it, 
Has just this minute 

Half cracked a man's nob ! 

On ! on ! let them chatter, 
Like mills let them clatter. 
And mill them — ^no mattn—- 
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« Tens did ye say, Sir? 
Book — don't delay, Sir; 
On Monday* you'U pay, Sir; 
Done with you, Sir, done !" 

My feeble verse failing 
Proves quite unavailing 
For fairly detailing 

The wonderful run ; 
I tell not the bustling. 
The flogging and jostling. 
The spurring and hustling— 

Emilius has won i 

What desperation, 
Rage, exdamationy 
Congratulation, 

What grief and what joy ! 
No speculators. 
But merdy spectators, 
Our masticators. 

We quickly employ. 

And now our lunch ending. 
The dickey descending, 
Our way we are bendine 

To gaze on the girls ; 
" What, run away from us ?"— 
^'Good morning. Sir Thomas!' 
'* Don't pink hats become us ?' 
*' The sun spoils my curls.' 



I" 

I 

»» 



" Your list I'U borrow ; — 
What balls to-morrow ? 
I, to my sorrow. 

Was not at Alm&ck'%. 

* Monday is the aeUUog Ol*.! %.\.'^^^v.'»t««^^- 



•I 



Now parting, now meeting, 
We round about roam ; 
Till ended the races. 
Regaining our places. 
We all turn our faces 

With pleasure tow'rds h 

By dint of striving. 
And post-boys* driving, 
We just arrive in 

Good time for the feed ; 
But ere expressing 
Our joy, we press in 
Our rooms, to dress in 

All possible speed. 

The dinner.bell*s chiming ll 

, , My song there's no crime u 

-iA^iKBjiLL Tho' rules of good rhyminj 
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CHIT CHAT. — IN IMITATION OF THEOCRITUS, 

IdyU. 16. 

Mrs, Brown, 
Is Mistress Scott at home, my dear ? 

Servant, 
Ma'am, is it you ? I*m glad you're here. 
My mistress^ though resolved to wait, 
Is quite impatient — 'tis so late. 
She fancied you would not come down. 
But pray wsJk in— Ma'am, Mrs, Brown, 

Mrs. ScotK 
Your servant, Madam. Well, I swear 
I'd given you over. Child, a chair — 
Pray, Ma'am, be seated. 

Mrs, Brown, 

Lord ! my dear, 
I vow I'm almost dead with fear. 
There is such scrouging and such squeezing^ 
The folks are all so disobliging. 
And then the waggons, carts, and drays, 
So dog up all these narrow ways. 
What widi the bustle and the throng 
I wonder how I got along. 
Besides the walk is so immense ! 
Not that I grudge a coach expense, 
But that it jumbles me to death. 
And I was always short of breadi. 
How can you live so far, my dear ? 
It's quite a journey to come here. 

Mrs, Scott: 
Lard I Ma'am, I left it all to h\m s 
Husbands, you know, vriSlYiaHt ^<ea -wVcssv. 



Mrs, Brown, 

Hist ! lower, pray, 
The child hears every word you say. 
See how he looks ! — 

Mrs, Scott. 

Jaeky^ come here, 
There's a good boy, look up, my dear, 
'Twas not papa we talk'd about— 
Surely he cannot find it out ? 

Mrs, Brown- 
See how the urchin holds his hands, 
Upon my life he understands. 
There's a sweet child, come, kiss me, c 
Will Jacky have a sugar plum ? 

Mrs, Scott. 
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Mri» Brown. 
My good man, too — Lord bless us ! wives 
Are bom to lead unhappy lives, 
Although his profits bring him dear 
Almost two hundred pounds a year, 
Keeps me of cash so short and. bare 
That / have not a gmon to wear ; 
Except my robe, and yellow sack, 
And this old lutestring on my back. 
But we've no time, my dear, to waste : 
Come, Where's your cardinal ? make haste. 
The King, God bless his Majesty ! I say, 
Ooes to the house of Lords to-day, 
In a fine painted coach and eight. 
And rides along in all his state. 
And then the Queen — 

Mrs, Scott. 

Ay, ay, you know 
Great folks can always make a show. 
But tell me do^— I've never seen 
Her present majesty, the Queen, 

Mrs, Brown. 
Lard ! we've no time for talking now. 
Hark ! — one — two — three — 'tis twelve, I vow. 

Mrs. Scott, 
Kitty, my thines ; I'll soon have done : 
It's time enough, you know, at one. 
Why, girl ! see how the creature stands ! 
Some water here to wash my hands. 
Be quick — ^why sure the gipsy sleeps I 
Look how the drawling daudle cc««<^%V 
That basin theie-^iKrVi^ ^otCV-^wx^^m.*^ 
Oo on, I sayi— «top) ^toij-Hwa tstfs«p— 



uo — tetch my gloves, and fan, and miut. 
M^ell, heav'n be pleas'd — this work is don* 
I'm ready now, my dear — let's run. 
Girl, put that bottle on the shelf. 
And bring me back the key younelf. 

Mrs. Brown, 
That clouded silk becomes you much, 
I wonder how you meet widi such ; 
But you've a charming taste in dress. 
What might it cost you, Madam ? 

Mrs, Scott* 

Guess. 

Mrs, Brown* 
Oh ! that's impossible, for I 
Am in the world the worst to buy. 
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Mrs. Scott. 
Vm glad you think so, — Kitty, here. 
Bring me my cardinal, my dear. 
Jacky, my love — ^nay, don*t you cry — 
Take you abroad ! — ^indeed, not I ; 
For all the Bugahoes to fright ye — 
Besides, the naughty horse will bite ye ; 
With sudi a mob about the street, 
Bless me ! they'll tread you under feet. 
Whine as you please, 1*11 have no blame. 
You'd better blubber than be lame. 
— ^Come, come, then, give Mamma a kiss. 
Kitty ^ I say, here take the boy, 
And fetch hkn down the last new toy, 
Make him as merry as you can, 
— There, go to JTt/^^— there's a man, 
Call in the dog, and shut the door. 
Now, Ma'am, 



Mrs. Brown. 
Mrs* Scott. 



Oh Lard! 
Pray go before. 



Mrs, Brown. 
I can't indeed, now. 

Mrs. Scott, 

Madam^ 'gtaj. 

Mrs. Brown. 
Well then, for once, I'll lead the way. 
Laid ! what an uproar ! what a throng ! 
How shall we do to get along? 
What will become oi >]a^ \Q^\yet^ 
Here's all the king^«\ionft^^«id»^^l ^^*^* 



XM1 uwrn* 



\ 

Don*t be afraid, my dear, come od : ^ 
\l1iy, don't you see the guards are gfl 

Mrs, Scott. 
Well, I begin to draw my breath ^ 
But I was almost scared to death ; 
For when a horse rears up and capers. 
It always puts me in the vapours. 
For as I live, nay don't you laugh, 
I'd rather see a toad by half. 
They kick and prance and look so bold 
It makes my very blood run cold — 
But let*8 so forward— come, be quick^ 
The crowd again grows vasdy thick. 

Mrs^ Brown. 
Come you from Palace^yard^ old dame 

Old Woman. 

rp *.U A^t - ■ ~ 
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Mrs. Scoit. 
Can 70U direct us, dame ? 

Old Woman. 
Endeavour. 
Troy could not stand a siege for ever. 
By frequent trying, Troy was won ; 
All things, by try&g, may be done. 

Mr$, Brown. 
Cro thy ways, proverbs— well, she*8 gone — 
Shall we turn back, or venture on ? 
Look how the folks press on before. 
And throng impatient at the door. 

Mr$. Scott. 
Perdigiout ! I can hardly stand, 
Lard bless me, Mrt. Brown, your hand ; 
And you, my dear, take hold of hers. 
For we must stick as dose as burrs. 
Or in this racket, noise, and pother. 
We certainly shall lose each other. 
— Good God ! my cardinal and sack 
Are almost torn fh>m off my back. 
Lard t I shall faint — O Lud — my breast ! 
I*m crush*d to atoms, I protest. 
God bless me ! I have drc^t my fan, 
-^Pray did you see it, honest man ? 

Man* 
I, Madam ! no, indeed : I fear 
You'll meet widi some misfortune here. 
— Stand back, 1 say ; pray. Sir, forbear- 
Why, don't you see ^e ladies there ? 
Put yourself under to^ dVrecX\iC2i&^ 
Ladies, I'll be yoot «A£e -^x^^MoRi^^n!^ 



1"' 



jxuu yuu u U6 AiwajB sure w ^ 
A welcome, Sir^ in — Lard 1 ^ 
Bears such a name, I canH td| 
To tell him where I live, I voi 
— Mercy ! what*s all this noise 
Pray is the King a*coming, sir 

Man, 
No— don't you hear the people t 
'Tis Mr. Pitt just going out. 

Mrs, Brown. 
Ay, there he goes, pray Heav*n 
Well may the people iil caress ] 
— Lord, how my husband used 
And drink success to honest Pit 
And happy o*er his evening cho 
Cry, you shall pledge this toast, 

Man, 
Hist — silence-*<U»*t you hear iH 



"M/^* 



1-JJ 
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For he's the laird of aw our clan* 
Troth, he*s a bonny muckle tnan» 

Man* 
Here comes the coach, so very slow 
As if it ne'er was made to go, 
In all the gingerbread of state, 
And staggering under its own weight* 

Mrs* Scott, 
Upon my word it's monstrotis fine ! 
Would half the gold upon't were mine ! 
How gaudy all the gilding shows ! 
It puts one^s eyes out, as it goes. 
What a rich glare of various hues ! 
What shining yellows, scarlets, blues ! 
It must have cost a heavy price. 
It's like a mountain drawn by mice. 

Mrs* Brown. 
So punted, gilded, and so large— 
Bless me ! it's like my Lord Mayor's barge. 
And so it is — look how it reels ! 
It's nothing else — a barge on wheels. 

Man, 
Large ! it can't pass St. James's gate, 
So big the coach, the arch so strait 
It might be made to rumble through, 
And pass as other coaches do. 
Could they a body coachman get 
So most preposterously fit, v 

Who'd undertake, and no rare thing. 
Without a head to drive the King. 

Mrs* Scott, 
Lard ! what are tYieie two \i!^^ ^\£is^ 
There— with there hmdyik \k^^ '^^ «SS«>^»^^ 



T " 



jnan* i 

Oh ! they are gods, Ma*am, that you i 
Of the Marine Society, ! 

Tritons, which in the ocean dwell, . 
And only rise to blow their shelL 



Mrs, Scott. 
Gods, d'ye call those filthy men ? 
Why don*t they go to sea again ? 
Pray tell me, Sir, you understand. 
What do these Tritons do on land ? 

Mrs. Brown. 
And what are they, those hindmost thing 
Men, fish, and birds, with flesh, scales, i 



I 



Man. 
Oh they are gods, too, like the others. 
All of one family, and brothers. 
Creatures which seldom 
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Let's make for any house we can — 
Do give us shelter, honest man. 

Ilrf* Brown, 
I wondered where you was, my dear, 
I thought I should have died with fear. 
This noise and racketing and hurry 
Has put my nerves in such a flurry ! 
I could not think where you was got : 
I thought I'd lost you, Mrs, Scott — 
Where's Mrt. Tape and Mr- Grin 9 
Lord ! I'm so glad we're aU got in. 



MOORE'S IRTSH MELODIES TRAVESTIE. — WHO 

SUFFERS. 

Air—" We may roam through this World like a Child 

at a Feast." 

We can roam through the Town, and of Flats 
make a feast, 
And if one Gudgeon bites, we then bait for the 
rest; 
And when bailift andgrabf hunt us up in the East, 
We can pack up our traps and be off to the West : 
Though Snip may siijU^r^ we dress in style. 

And laugh at the Snob who our boots provides, 
But without their aid we should ne'er get a smile 

From nymphs of the TVm, with their ogling eyes. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd, 
Throush the Town, whether eastward or west- 
ward you roam, 
Wlien a cup to the smile of dear Woman goes 
roimd. 
Oh ! remember 'wYvo ^vaSiec?!^ Wk. ^o^^arawSi. -^x 
home. 



THE COKMON-FLACE BOQK 

England *tis easy to get into debt, 
■"or spooniet will trust any cove that may call ; 
irou cut but a rwell^ and make a dead set^ 
rhey^ll find you in clothes, board, lodging, and 

all. 

! were the girls up to our moves on the Town, 
\nd only could see how our living we gain, 
^tead of a smile, we should meet with a frown,'' 
%nd for ogling eyes, see nought but disdain, 
len remember, wherever your goblet is erown*d, 
Fhrough the Town, whether eastward or west. 

ward you roam, 
hen a cup to the smile of dear Woman goes 

round, 
Oh ! remember who suffers on shop-board at 

home. 

France, when a man of the Town spreads his , 

sail. 
On the ocean of credit his fortune to try, I 

B runs a few knots — ^then is lagged up in jail, ' 

Where, without friends or cash, he must lie down | 

and die ; I 

It in England a College, humanely, is kept. 
For those who can*t pay, to live at their ease, 
here many a prime noble fellow has slept — 
For three little months-^ira a bed full ofjleas, > 

ben remember, wherever your goblet is crown*d, A 

Through the Town, whether eastward or west- 1 

ward you roam, 
^en a cup to the smile of dear Woman goes I 

round, I 

Oh ! remember who suffers on shop-board at 

home. 
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M0ORE*S IRISH MELODIES TRAVESTIE.— THE 
SLOE-BLACK PEEPER. 

Air— « Lesbia hath a beaming eye." 

Peggy hath a squinting eye, 

But no one knows at what it squinteth ; 
Right and left her gbinces fly, 

But what they glance at, no one hinteth ; 
Sweeter *tis to gaze upon 

My Nancy's roguish sloe-black peeper ; 
Few its looks, but every one 

Strikes sly Cupid*s arrows deeper ! 
Oh, my black-eyM Nancy, dear I 

My pretty, roguish, black^yM Nancy I 
I despise 
Peg's squinting eyes. 

But sloe-Uack peepers please my fancy. 

Peggy wears her dresses high. 

And then her stays, so tight she'll lace 'em ; 
Not a charm can one espy, 

Tho' busy fancy tries to trace 'em ! 
Oh, my Nancy's gown for me, 

That floats as wild as mountain breezes. 
Leaving every beauty free. 

To rise or fall as nature pleases ! 
Yes, my black-ey'd Nancy, dear ! 

My plump and playful black-ey'd Nancy ! 
Nature's dress 
Is loveliness. 

And yours like hers^ just suits my fancy ! 

Peggy's mouth to grin's inclined, 

But 'mongst her teeth there's ne'er a white ocie \ 
And then they look a& Vi ^«sv^^ 

To snap at, oi "^x^a^^, \.o Vvv» ^^^ 
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It Nancy's it;*He«, oh, how dean ! 

And thai her breath is sweet as roses ; 

id lips were never redder seen. 

Nor aught more straight than Nancy's nose is : 

1, my black.ey*d Nancy, dear ! 

My pretty, roguish, black-ey'd Nancy ! 

How I prize 

Your sloe-black eyes. 
But squinting Peg's I ne er can fancy ! 



THE END. 
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